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StyteE No. 830—It’s a topper—it's 
a suit—it’s a stunning skirt and 
blouse. Skylark has created a lovely 
ensemble suit that will inspire you 
to create separate outfits. The 
fabulously full, designer detailed 
topper and skirt are of rayon 
menswear suiting—the blouse is ex- 
pensive tissue faille. Colors: Navy, 
grey and brown. 


StyLE No. 813—Ruffle-rich TAF- 
FETA DREAM. There'll be a man 
in your life to love this waltz- 
skirted, ruffle-rich dance dress. 
Sweetheart neckline, subtle sleeves 
and next-to-nothing waist. Rayon 
taffeta in black, navy, peacock. 


StyLE No. 806 TWO WAY 
FLIRT! Whispering rayon taffeta 
and peek-a-boo frills in a frankly 
romantic dress that demurely sheds 
its wasp-waisted jacket to go danc- 
ing. Black, navy. 


STYLE No, 808—FRENCH TREAT. 
Inspired by Paris, completely Amer- 
ican in effect. Curved-slim — new 
rayon crepe, deliciously spiced with 
Satin. Completely glamorous in 
black, navy, peacock. 
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low, inscribed as you request, to each person you honor with 
this thoughtful gift. 
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TAILOR-MADE FIT 


The amazing satin laced front puts 

your hands the power to mold | 
your figure to new loveliness. Gives \ 
you that vibrant, appealing effect of 
the slim youthful waist—the secret of 
glamorous women who want to look 
thin and stylish. You've never enjoyed 
so much freedom, comfort and style in 
anything you've worn. The 4 extra length 
detachable and adjustable gorters com- 
pletes FRENCH WAIST. 


Dee yy TRIAL FREE! 


Order today. Wear 10 days FREE. If not delighted 
return for refund. Waist sizes 20 to 44, $2.48. (50c 
additional for the 4 extra-length detachable and 
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Letters To 
The Editor 


KOREA GI READERS 


I decided I would take advantage of my: off 
day in Korea to comment on your fine maga- 
zine. It’s something like a holiday being off 
in Korea. That’s something that doesn’t hap- 
pen very often over here. 

I have been reading your magazine for some 
time and like it very much. All the boys in 
the platoon read your stories. The white boys 
read them, too, so keep up the good work. 

Cpl. Jimmie White 
Korea 


We have been constant readers of Tan. I 
speak for my buddies in 508th QM Salvage 
Company. We all enjoyed the books. We need 
some interesting books like Tan. We get 
so lonesome. The stories are wonderful. So 
keep up the good work. 
Pfc. Billie F. Smith 


Korea 


WILLIAM MARSHALL FAN 


This is the first time in my life that I’ve ever 
written a “fan” letter to anyone. But, I was so 
very much impressed with the performance of 
William Marshall in Lydia Bailey, that I just 
wanted him to know that his “white” fans, as 
well as his colored ones, think he is terrific. 

He certainly did overshadow the star in the 
picture. His-performance was superb, and he 
is exceedingly handsome. I am very glad to 
know that he is going to be in other pictures. 
I hope he soon “stars” in one. 

I hope 20th Century-Fox realize what a fine 
actor he is, and will have him in many pictures. 

Mrs. Leona Hollenbeck 
, Longview, Wash. 


STORIES ABOUT POOR 


I notice every story you print the girl or boy, 
man or woman, was rich when they were born 
or after they grow up in life. Why not print 
poor girl stories, too. We would enjoy them, 


also. 
Jewell Alford 
Woodbury, Ga. 


When are you going to run a story on the 
love life of someone who isn’t famous. I like 
to read about well-known people, but I am sure 
there are some fascinating incidents in the 
lives of the not too-well-known who are more 


like me. 
John Hard 
Petersburg, Virginia 


I have read every issue of this remarkable 
magazine from the very first issue. I can very 
well say that the magazine is interesting, in- 
telligent, helpful in many ways and each story 
has a definite moral. 

Nevertheless, I would like to offer either as 
a criticism or suggestion the fact that you don’t 
bring the people of your stories more into the 
actual realm of the masses of the Negro. Only 
one side is shown, that of the select few, the 
rich and beautiful. By this I mean all the char- 
acters in the stories, if women, are beautiful 
with “long raven hair” to quote any number of 
stories; and the men are all tall, dark and 
handsome, engaged in some big business firm 
making plenty of money. 

Well, this is not an actual picture of us. Only 
a few are allowed such privileges. Why not 
have a few stories depicting the love lives of 
the average Negro girl and fellow in appear- 
ance and economic conditions. I am sure they, 
too, must have love in their lives. For a change, 
let’s see how they meet and fall in love and live 
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L et ter Ss Continued 


as the case may be. We would enjoy this, | 
think. 

Of course, in the process of reading we us- 
ually like to be carried away from the wear and 
tear of the drudgery of everyday living—but 
NOT TOO FAR! 

Your models are all very beautiful people, | 
am proud and happy to say. 

Pearlie Ingram 


St. Louis, Mo. 


MIXED MARRIAGE 


In answer to a letter written by Mrs. S. A. L. 
of Warsaw, North Carolina, in your September 
issue concerning mixed marriages she states 
that God put a curse on we the Negro race, 
and I must say that I agree with her due to the 
fact that we have to live in this cruel world 
with such narrow minded people as she. 

H, MC 


Lubbock, Tex. 


In regard to the letter written by Mrs. 
S. A. L., Warsaw, North Carolina, concerning 
mixed marriage: I think marriage is something 
left up to the individual. Whereas Mrs. 
S. A. L. knows a few that didn’t work, I am 
sure there are many that will work. However, 
not in the state of North Carolina, I’m sure. | 
think as far as both races going with their 
own color is strictly a matter of personal opin- 
ion. 

As far as the curse is concerned, who put 
the curse on the Negro—God or the white 
man? If there is any place in the Bible that 
says that a Negro can’t eat in a first class 
restaurant or sleep in a first class hotel, please 
write and let me know so that I can read it for 
my personal benefit. 


A. 55 
Louisville, Ky. 


I am white, but when I read some of the 
letters you get from my race I am not very 
proud of it. Such as Mrs. S. A. L. of Warsaw, 
North Carolina. That letter made my blood 
boil! 

If there is a reader who can tell me where 
to find anything about God cursing the Negro 
in the Bible I would like to know. Mrs. 
S. A. L.’s God is not the same one I worship. 
My God is loving and good and full of com- 
passion, not revengeful and hard. 

I wonder if we who discriminate will be dis- 
criminated against in Heaven. If we judge 
men by their color or creed how will God 
judge us? 

Mrs. Curtis Rigby 
Salt Lake City, Utah 


I have been reading your magazine for quite 
some time and I have found it very interesting 
and educational. To begin with, I particularly 
enjoy the stories dealing with interracial mar- 
riage, for I am still convinced there are people 
living in the Dark Ages, for how can people 
be so blind as to what is taking place in the 
world today. 

I am a young man 22 years old, and am also 
Negro, but I am one hundred percent in favor 
of mixed marriages, and the sooner people 
come to realize that these marriages help to 
break down barriers there will be less wars, 
segregation and humiliation in the world. 

What most of the couples lack in these mar- 
riages is lack of faith and courage, and unless 
this is overcome, the marriage is bound to he 
a failure. I am not boasting, but unless peo- 
ple learn to live happily together as one big 
happy family it is useless fighting for world 
peace. 

I know there are many happy couples and 
I would like to hear from them if possible. In 
most Latin American countries there are mixed 
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marriages and the couples live together without 
any embarrassment whatsoever. 

In closing I am sending my best wishes to 
you and your staff. And I will be looking for 
more such articles in your fine magazine. 
would like to read about the Negroes in Eu- 
rope, the Pacific and in the United States. 

Tony Graham 
Cristobal, Canal Zone 


TEEN TALK 
I am writing to let you know how much I 
enjoy TAN. I have been reading them ever 
since they came on the newsstands. I am 16 
and enjoy “Teen Talk.” I will be watching 
for more of your good stories. Keep up the 


good work. 
Esther M. Smith 
Fairhope, Ala. 


I simply had to write to express my opinion 
of your magazine, TAN. I think your maga- 
zine is tops and really a great help to our race. 
I buy your magazine every month. 

I enjoy reading the Teen Talk column and 
letters of advice for teen-agers. I am a teen- 
age girl. Please keep the good work up. 

Betty Henry 
Townsend, Del. 


I had no intention of writing until I read 
in September issue “Teen Talk.” It was just 
the thing millions of teen agers like myself 
should read. Not only read but think over. 
I am 16 and I’m not the pure Christian, but 
Ido go to church twice on Sunday. 

How about it, kids... let’s quit being 
“Jerry’s.” 

Miss Arlene Greer 
Temple, Pa. 


WHITE READERS 


I am a white reader of TAN. Before I be- 
gan buying this magazine, I\ believed all the 
things that people in my Southern community 
had told me about Negroes. I do not believe 
in intermarriage still, but I do believe that 
colored people are normal, average human be- 
ings who live and love and hope and die just 
like all other people. I owe my education to 
TAN. In addition to giving people enjoyment 
and entertainment through your well-written 
stories and good-looking illustrations, you are 
doing a wonderful job for race understanding. 

Gerri Clay 
Dallas, Texas 


Strolling through the bookstore in Long 
Island, I was looking for my regular love books 
when I came across this TAN and out of my 
own curiosity, I purchased the book. I am very 
proud to say that it is wonderful. The stories 
are very sincere and very true to life. 

Keep coming with your good stories and 
here’s one white on your side forever. 

Allyne Grassman 


Kew Garden Hills, N. Y. 


The newsstand can’t keep TAN long because 
the whites beat the colored in buying them. 

J. S. Peterson 

Hearne, Tex. 


SPOILED FOR MARRIAGE 


I am a regular reader of TAN. It is passed 
on until it reaches the hands of practically 
everyone in my dormitory. 

I was most impressed by the story, “Spoiled 
for Marriage” in the September TAN. After 
analyzing the situation, I find that I have very 
much the same problem. There is truly a time 
when mothers lose their power of judgment. 
Such has been the case in my family for years. 
Reading that story in your magazine helped me 
see the light. I am most grateful. 

Ezekiel Thaggard, Jr. 
Fayetteville, N. C. 





Nou-/ Easier, surer protection for 
your most intimate marriage problem 








1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 


Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
permits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 





A Norwich 
Product 


Wste D by Doctors 


Y reusrep by Women 


NEW IMPROVED 


NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 





2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it * 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
yet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 
ust mail this coupon to: Dept. TN-212 
orwich Pharmacal Company, 
Norwich, N. Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a plain 
envelope. 
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Ann Pinkham says — 


-"Now...t0 
J 


NOT EVEN ON VERY FIRST DAY!” 


IN DOCTORS’ TESTS — amazing relief in 
e after case of pain, backaches, nerv- 
feelings associated with periods. 


“NO LONGER,” adds Ann Pinkham, “is it 
ne y for girls and women to suffer ‘bad 
days’ from functionally-caused menstrual 


if you experience cramps, pain and 
headaches, feel as though you'd been literally 
dragged i deouih a knothole at such times — 
‘ll be glad to know about this way to 
such discomfort... even on the first, 

worst day of your period!” 

Here’s the news. In doctors’ tests, 3 out of 
4 women stopped or strikingly relieved such 
suffering... by taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s new 
Tablets or Compound. 

That's because Lydia Pinkham’s is scientific- 
ally modern in action—has a quieting, sooth- 
ing effect on uterine contractions that may 

1use the pain. Thus it helps to ease the ten- 
tually prevent distress. 


New Modern, Convenient Tablets! 


Don't suffer needlessly! Take Lydia Pinkham’s 
throughout the month. Get the new Tablets 
(with iron added) ...easy to carry and take! 


Or get the regular Compound. Both wonderful 
for hot flashes of change of life too. 


1 Pinkham is the present-day voice. . 
of " } wns Pinkham’s service and helpfulness. 
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Here's your chance to have 






month Ring at an Amaz- 
z Bargain Price! Thist) 22 ai-)1G>31 
Y stunning Silver color ioe 






World-Wi Co., Dept. ¥-320 
| 2451 5. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Wt. 





Yours for Fraction of Original Price! 
sap French Necklace & Earring Set 


Friends will envy you when you 
wear this sensationally new Paris 
fashion creation. Silver plated 
necklace and earrings. Something 
excitingly different for your spe- 
cial parties and dates. Brilliant 
diamond-like sparkling rhine- 
stones and exquisite rhinestone 





clasp. Flattering chain. Distinc- 
tive pear ped tear drop. 
Your choice of six (6) glamorous 
colors to match and highlight 
your latest costume; crystal- 

CONEY $3.00 111 Tite, red. aqua, blue, green 
Be the object of admiring male ‘glances 

vy of your friends. nt Christmas 

to se et special beautiful satin lined gift box. 

niy $3.00. We pay postage and tax. 

addre ss and color. MONEY BACK GUAR- 


LIFAK JEWELRY COMPANY 


874 43rd Street Brooklyn 32, N. Y. 














MISERIES? 


WHY DON'T YOU TRY 


LIQUID OR 
TABLETS 


It’s different. It’s time- 
tested. Even if others 
failed you, try 666. 








YOUR 


STARS AND NUMBERS 






| candee-eguaiale success and personal 
growth can be achieved this month 
by following the star courses which lead 
toward a more harmonious and emo- 
tionally rewarding life. December is 
one month which can mean much to 
many people, for it is the time of year 
when they open up their hearts to others 
most willingly, and each according to 
their own formulas try to impart happi- 
ness and glad tidings to their family, 
friends and those they love or admire. 

Let the first eight days of December 
be used for the ordinary activities which 
make up life’s routine, and also for mak- 
ing preparations, getting your affairs in 
order for the Christmas season. From 
the 10th onward, you can expect more 
action that produces recognizably good 
results, with few delays and interfer- 
ences, and in which the responsiveness 
of others can be depended upon. 

Venus, the planet which now governs 
social life and entertainment, is shown to 
be in an uncomfortable relationship to 
the planet Saturn, which brings delays 
and obstruction, and Neptune, which 
sponsors confusion and uncertainty up 
until the 10th of December. From this 
date onward, the clouds pass and the 
social scene becomes clearer. The wise 
hostess planning parties and celebrations 
for the family, church or club would 
plan affairs for those days after the 10th. 
By observing this timing as shown by 
the planets, she can assure herself of a 
worthwhile celebration. 

Venus shows more influence over the 
financial and business side of things until 
after the 10th of this month. Then, 
Venus enters that part of the heavens 
which stresses social gatherings, interest 
in the welfare and happiness of others, 
general good-fellowship in its most pleas- 
ant manifestations. Friendship is due 
to be emphasized in a generous and 
warm manner. 

The most favorable planetary days for 
engagements or marriages are those after 
the llth, with the 15th, 17th and 25th 





presenting the brightest outlook. The 
25th is really the day for romance. 

The December full moon stimulates 
human affections with a rising tide of 
romantic ardor on December 30th and 
31st, a time when people of all ages are 
drawn closer together. 

Birthdays under Aries, Leo, Libra, 
Gemini and Sagittarius can look for 
pleasure and gaiety to be inspired by the 
planet Venus, which shines brightly from 
Aquarius during the last three weeks of 
the month. Mars, the planet of action 
and passion, joins Venus, making this 
one of the most emphasized romantic 
periods of the year. 

While Capricorn, Pisces, Taurus, Vir- 
go and Scorpio-born are in the path of 
Venus rays until the 10th, there is an 
element of restriction or hesitancy cross- 
ing their paths. It would be best for 
persons born under these signs of the 
zodiac to defer making important de- 
cisions until a more promising time. The 
“money” planet, Jupiter, improves the 
“luck” of these signs now. 

The holiday season always stresses the 
colors of green and red. In a personal 
way, purples, mauve, violet, lavender and 
lilac, along with soft greens and silver 
grey fit into the color scheme for decora- 
The numbers 3, 6 and 
9 are in line for planetary stimulation 
up to the 21st of December. Then 2, 5, 
Luck is in store 
for those whose birthdays occur on De- 
cember 7, 17 or 27. 

The following days in December are 
most favorable for conducting important 


tions and dress. 


and 8 are to the fore. 


affairs: 

Aries: 1, 5, 6, 11, 15, 16, 17, 22, 26. 

Taurus: 1, 2, 5, 8, 10, 17, 18, 22, 25, 
Zi. 29. 

Gemini: 2, 6, 10, 22, 23, 25, 26. 
27, 28. 


Cancer: 1, 2, 3, 5, 6, 11, 13, 17, 25, 30. 
Leo: 1, 2, 6, 11, 15, 16, 21, 25, 26, 31. 
Virgo: 2, 3, 10, 13, 17, 22, 25, 26, 31. 
Libra: 1, 2, (Continued on Page 82) 
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By Jane Walters 


OT LONG AGO there was a movie 
called, Take Care Of My Little Girl. 

It was the story of a sheltered teenager 
going away to college for the first time 
and how she met and solved the prob- 
lems of a sorority life and a snobbish 
campus. Her loving mother wanted ev- 
erybody to protect her child, to keep her 
safe from hurt and harm. 

Nearly every mother’s one of the 
guys and gals we know can take care 
of themselves. In fact, some of them 
take care of themselves so well that they 
go around looking for somebody to 
doubt their ability to do so. Their sense 
of self-preservation is so well developed 
that they are in danger of becoming a 
community hazard. 

So this month’s piece is tailored to fit 
you tender-toed darlings who are always 
getting your feelings hurt and you chip- 
on-the-shoulder chicks who feel that your 
sole mission in life is to tear somebody 
to pieces. 

Stack your hat pins in the corner, lit- 
tle girls, and lay that luger down. Ten 
times out of nine nobody is even “study- 
ing you,” let alone trying to harm. Nine 
times out of ten you are only bluffing 
anyway. The first time someone takes a 
good healthy swing at that chip, you will 
pass out cold before the blow reaches 
your shoulder. 

The honest truth is, Baby, “you ain’t 
so bad!” And no one is so bad that 
someone else isn’t just a little bit worse. 

Take the sad case of Ruby Reeves. As 
a little tyke her mother, tiring of picking 
the cinders out of her knees and wiping 
blood out of her eyes, told her—in sheer 
desperation—to stick up for herself. 
“And if you ever come home crying 
again, /’ll whip you!” 

That did it! Little Ruby tore out of 
the back door in her new-found five- 
year-old fury and smacked down the first 
four-year-old that crossed her path. In 
no time at all she ruled the sandlot. Ruby 
would easily have won the nursery school 
middleweight crown if the authorities 


had not returned Mother’s tuition so 
promptly. 

In elementary school Ruby’s reign of 
terror widened. She swaggered around 
the halls and grounds like a miniature 
gun moll, daring anyone to even think 
they wanted to bother her. If you looked 
at Ruby she demanded, “What you think 
you're looking at, fool?” If you didn’t 
look at her, she said, “Girl, since when 
did you get so high and mighty that you 
couldn’t see me?” No matter what you 
did or did not do, Ruby had you. 

Her reputation preceded her to high 
school. “That Reeves girl,” as she was 
called, was both feared and avoided. 
Mothers of nice girls did not allow them 
to play with Ruby and the fellows shied 
away from her like she was Miss Bubonic 
Plague. Ruby was still taking care of 
herself—and taking care of anybody 
who tried to do her wrong. She had few 
friends, no chums. 

Ruby Reeves was a dark girl with “lit- 
tle biddy hair,” but she had beautiful 
skin and her shape, as she grew older, 
wasn’t half bad. If she had not been so 
busy being evil, if she had put some of 
that knockdown and dragout spirit into 
improving her good points, she would 
have been nice looking. But Ruby pre- 
ferred to hate everybody lighter and 
more beautiful than herself. Pretty soon 
she began to hate herself too. 

She never got to college. She had de- 
pended upon brute strength so long that 
she forgot how to use her brain. At 23 
Ruby Reeves died in the House of Cor- 
rection, just seven days before she was 
due up for parole. Another girl, they 
say, one a little older and a wee bit 
tougher, finally called Ruby’s bluff. 

On the other side of the ledger, there 
was Josie, a delicate, sensitive kid who 
took everything to heart, interpreted ev- 
ery remark made in her presence as a 
crack aimed directly at Josie. She was 
“hurt” so many times that she went all 
through school (Continued on Page 64) 
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N MY MIND’S EYE I could see Frank 
and me leaving the little sandstone 
church that for all the world looked like 
a candy castle in somebody’s book of 
fairy tales. I would be the blushing 
bride with rice in her hair and a cornér 
of her wedding gown clutched in her 
hand as Frank led me toward the waiting 
car. My gown would be an off-white 
satin and my veil a fingertip-length lace 
thing with orange blossoms on the 
crown. And my bridesmaids would wear 
gowns whose colors were chosen from 
those of a rainbow. 

Only one thing was wrong with my 
daydream. One terribly big and impor- 
tant thing. Frank wouldn’t propose. He 
just didn’t seem to be the marrying kind. 
What does a girl do when she’s in love 
with a man like that? Does she pro- 
pose? How does a girl tell a man that 
she wants him, wants him more than life, 
wants to share her days and her nights 
with him through all time, through all 
joy and sorrow and laughter and tears? 

How does a woman make a man want 
her the same way? These were the 
things mother had never taught me, the 
things nobody had ever written a book 
about to my knowledge, because for most 
women love seemed to arrive easily, as 
the natural culmination of a close com- 
panionship and a deep understanding. 

I knew, of course, that Frank was 
fresh out of college and hadn’t much 
money, but many of our friends had 
married while they were still in school 
and somehow had managed to find hap- 
piness and a measure of security. Why 
couldn’t we do the same thing? The 
idea was tantalizing. We could both work 
and save our money, and before long we 
could make a down payment on our own 
little home. True, it would take a little 
while, but we were young and could well 
afford the time. Just as long as we were 
together. As I lay on my bed that day 
in late May, I made up my mind that 
if Frank wouldn’t take the initiative in 
this love affair, I would. Some way I 
would find a way to ask him to marry 
me. 

The hours seemed to drag by like old 
men on aching feet, so anxious was I to 
find a time and place to spring my plan. 
And then finally I hit on a scheme. I 
thought of just exactly the right place 
and set my sights for Sunday. 

Sunday came with brilliant rays of 
dawn, a wonderful day, a perfect day. 
Just the kind of (Continued on Page 69) 
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By James Goodrich 


se ELDRIDGE, diminutive trumpet 

virtuoso and longtime brilliant re- 
cording artist, matches his best efforts 
on wax with his new releases on three 
platters. Recorded for Mercury and Nor- 
man Granz, the discs showcase the for- 
mer Artie Shaw and Gene Krupa band 
star blowing the same brand of clear, 
pretty sounds that first won him great 
favor with fans almost two decades ago 
and later made him a smash hit on rec- 
ords. Roy has big band backing on each 
of his latest releases. 

Best of the new Eldridge recordings 
probably are the two A-sides which he 
frames with a robust drive and sincere 
feeling for the material—a pair of old 
standards, Sweet Lorraine (Yard Dog) 
and Basin Street (I Remember Harlem). 
The third platter in the series is good 
but not exciting jazz, coupling an ordi- 
nary blues ditty, Baby, What’s the Mat- 
ter With You, and an inane kids’ song, 
Jumbo the Elephant. 

Eldridge exhibits vigorously on the 
current Mercury sides that he has lost 
none of the uncanny artistry which has 
always marked him as a musician. The 
old delicate phrasing is still there, so is 
the relaxed tonality. And the subtle hu- 
mor. But above all: the clean musician- 
ship which makes the man’s blowing 
pleasurable listening. 

Roy has scored several big hits en rec- 
ords, among them being the groovy Lit- 
tle Jazz which he cut with the Shaw band, 
the swinging Let Me Off Up Town with 
the Krupa aggregation and the easy- 
going Rockin’ (Continued on Page 82) 
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EW HUMAN BEINGS are immune 

to the glory of the Christmas season, 
those rollicking, holly-hung, tinsel-bright 
days when Peace On Earth, Good Will 
To Men is sung in every Christian 
church and echoed in every listening 
heart. The mere speaking of the word 
magically conjures up visions of candle- 
lit trees and the wonder-struck eyes of 
little children who fumble breathlessly 
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with beribboned packages holding 
longed-for pleasures. 

But the page of life holds yet another 
picture. Families are separated and ro- 
mances ended, loyalties divided, minds 
discouraged and frustrated. Still, it is 
Christmas on earth. 

If you are one of those confronted 
with what you feel to be an injustice of 
human life, don’t give up in despair. The 
odds weigh heavily in favor of some of 
us, and are just as heavily stacked against 
others. But we are all part of a divine 
plan, and we can begin now to build a 
better life for ourselves. 

Begin by understanding your true 
self. Know why you are successful in 
some things and unsuccessful in others. 
Know your strong and weak character 
traits. Use handwriting analysis as a 
guide. Learn how to use your capabili- 
ties to an advantage. 

Study the specimens of handwriting of 
this page and compare them with your 
writing for similarities which may be 
clues to your character: 

Fig. 1. This specimen slants to the 


By Helen Sides 





right, indicating an affectionate and im- 
pulsive nature. These writers need to ex- 
press their emotions naturally and spon- 
taneously. They enjoy and seek compan- 
ionship. They are successful in work 
that brings them into direct contact with 
the public. They are responsive, and 
their heart and sympathies often over- 
come their better judgment. They have 
the ability to plan far into the future, 
and influence others with their enthusi- 
asm. 

Fig. 2. The vertical handwriting indi- 
cates controlled emotions. These writers 
never allow their emotions to sway their 
judgment. They appear indifferent and 
cold, as they are not demonstrative in 
their affections. They never rush into 
anything. They are practical. The gar- 
lands which form the letter connections 
reveal strict conventionality. The vigor- 
ously penned handwriting shows one 
with vital energy, keenly alive and active. 

Fig. 3. Desire for artistic expression 
is one of the strongest characteristics in 
the circle (i dots) of this specimen. 
Things which are unusual will be noticed 
in this writer’s selection of clothes. The 
back or left slant reveals repressed emo- 
tions. This writer has a scientific and 
technical mind; is sensitive and deter- 
mined. 

What is the use of preaching peace 
and good will if it is not to be given 
human expression? Human conviction 
is the power before which all doubts can 
be banished. Your ideal can become an 
achievement. 

The Christmas season is a wonderful 
time for visions, so why not make the 
effort now? Start right where you are, 
use just what you have at hand to be- 
come what you want to be. 

Forget past experiences which cause 
you to despair of better fortune. Don’t 
make excuses, and don’t limit your vi- 
sion. Know that you have within your- 
self a creative force that will enable you 
to change negative conditions into posi- 
tive ones. Develop determination, be 
persistent in trying to reach your goal, 
and strengthen (Continued on Page 64) 
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BY MRS. BILLY WILLIAMS 


I SAW the famous Billy Williams smile 

before I knew who it belonged to. In 
fact, that smile was about the only thing 
I saw the first time we met. It was as 
dazzling and friendly that day eight 
years ago as it is now, except that there 
was a touch of mischief in it, so | 
promptly tilted my nose and turned on 
the ice. 

The way we met was this: I was a 
bookkeeper in the Moe Gale Agency, do- 
ing some of the vast amount of paper 
work necessary for the large number of 
stars they handle. One Saturday morn- 
ing I was asked to make out the payroll 
for the act at the Paramount Theater. 
Erskine Hawkins and his band and the 
Charioteers quartet had top billing on 
that engagement. 

I didn’t want to, but finally agreed to 
do it. First of all, Saturday was my day 
off and I was a little peeved about hav- 
ing to work. Also my mother had come 
to New York on a visit and I wanted to 
spend every minute of it with her. How- 
ever, I decided to give Mother a treat 


and invited her to go with me to the 
theater. 

She was delighted and as excited as a 
bobby soxer. The prospect of seeing 
famous stage personalities at close range 
didn’t move me at all. During my stay 
at the agency I had seen practically all 
the big name artists at one time or an- 
other. 

Not only that, but having already put 
in half a day at the office, I looked a 
wreck. It was one of those days, you 
know? I was wearing a pair of old, but 
comfortable shoes, and looked and felt 
anything but glamorous. Mother, on the 
other hand, was positively radiant. She 
is one of those vivacious women who 
never age, and her figure is the kind that 
rates wolf whistles. 

And that’s exactly what happened 
when the two of us marched backstage 
at the Paramount! The Charioteers 
happened to be catching some air at the 
stage door as we passed. Four heads 
turned in our direction, four pairs of 
eyes widened—then came that. whistle. 

I turned haughtily and looked directly 
at one of the (Continued on Page 82) 
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It’s easy to be SURE! 





53% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY2nd ODORLESS 


Dectors know this new Cream 
Deodorant, used daily, does MORE. 


Be sure your person and your clothes are safe 
from underarm perspiration stains and odor. 
fo be effective, doctors know your deodorant 
¢ keep underarms dry and odorless, save 
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-am Deodorant, used daily, protects 5 ways: 
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y, surely on contact. Keeps underarms 

t by antiseptic action. 

53% more security! Doctors prove 


Arrid, used daily, is 144 times as effective 
as any other leading deodorant! 

4. Safe for clothes. Does not rot dresses 
or men’s shirts. Safe for finest fabrics. 

5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
cream. Preferred by 117,000 

nurses. Arrid contains Cream- 

- ogen, won’t dry out in jar. 
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TESTED AND PROVEN METHOD 
Requires only 15 minutes a Day! 


Well-known authority on legs with years of experience 
offers you this tested and proven scientific course—only 
fifteen minutes a day—in the privacy of your home! Con- 
tains step-by-step illustrations of the easy scientific leg 
technique with simple instructions: gaining stronger legs, 
improving skin color and circulation of legs: also normal 
causes of skinny legs, plus leg measurement chart of 
each section of leg according to height and weight. From 
the very first day you may feel the exhilarating effects of 
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their readers should learn about this wonderful technique. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR Mrs. Jackson: My mother-in- 
law is about to break up my mar- 
riage. I live with her and have tried to 
get along with her for my husband’s 
sake, but things get worse day by day. 
My patience is almost gone now, but still 
my husband refuses to let us get our own 
home because his mother is a widow and 
she would be alone then. Once before, 
because of this, my husband and I sep- 
arated. I loved him so deeply that I 
finally came back and tried again. I pay 
my rent now and try to stay in my room 
as much as I can. He tries to make 
things work out, tells his mother to leave 
me alone and stop nagging me, but as 
soon as he is out of the house, she starts 
in on me again. What can I do to save 
our marriage, Mrs. Jackson? E. H. 
Dear E. H.: 

The best idea would be to move. If 
there is any way on earth that you and 
your husband can help your mother to 
get a room or apartment of her own— 
near you if he wants it that way, but out- 
side your domain so you can lock the 
door against her if you like—then do so. 
The old saying that “no home is big 
enough for two women” is all too true. 
By all means, get out—and take your 
husband with you. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I’m 21 years old and very much in 
love with a married man. He has been 
married for four years and separated 
since a year ago. He moved to Detroit 
and is in business. I helped him along 
with his business until now he is well 


established. (Continued on Page 54) 
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Jane thought she could win out over other girls by petting freely but she found’ what a 


dangerous game it was when she met a man who wouldn't take “No” for an answer 


OM of our gang was ever inter- — we considered ourselves experts, fess that - demianc 
viewed for the farnous Kinsey Re- At Jefferson College ‘not its real = for one reason—l efused to | 
ort. but there wasnt one of us who  name?t. a girls popularity on campus I never kidded myself that T was a 
uldnt have supplied plenty of addi- was measured by the number of dates raving |eauty. and it always. secretly 
tional data on love-making—-collegiate she had. 1 was rated Jefferson's most imused me when a fellow in an amorous 
style. And while the sensational Kinsey — popular coed and was virtually swamped — mood tried to hand me a “lovely to look 
~tatistics revealed that we were no differ- by the attentions of “eager beavers.” at” line. | knew differently. Once, 
ent from fellows and girls on many a From hashful freshmen to boastful se- 9 when-I] was nine years old. | wandered 


[. s. campus. when it came to petting niors. | had my pick. But I must con- into the parlor when Mother was talking 





end. ‘Heaven knows I was no 
girl as a child,” she lamented 
itor, “Yet I had a few good 
But Janie is so plain!” 
dn’t notice me as I backed out 
and fled to my room sobbing 
[ considered my mother the 
itiful woman in the world and 
with all my heart to be as lovely 
What I had overheard shattered 
ypes and doomed me to being 
1in Jane” all my life. 
e that was the real reason why 
t of my time playing with the 
neighborhood, tossing base- 
ead of fondling dolls, wearing 
ead of frilly dresses. I devel- 
1: regular tomboy and at first 
r assumed I would grow out of 
| grew older and still refused 
time with the silly things girls 
osed to do, Mother became 
She enrolled me in a danc- 
»ol and insisted that I learn to 
1 little lady. My rebellion was 
1 and gradually I acquired all 
a girl should have. But I 
ould never compete with the 
s into whose company I was 
en though I wanted to be as 
r as they were. So it wasn’t 
I discovered a way to make 
it I lacked in good looks. 
all quite accidental. At one of 
x school’s Saturday afternoon 
hen boys were invited in to the 
a game of Post Office was 
was a game I hated because 
e boys ever called me out after 
ne. I knew it was a kissing 
1 the version I played with 
the neighborhood, when a 
out to get a “stamp” from the 
he got just that—a re- 
omp on the instep of his foot. 
his particular day something 
check and I had no desire to 
irtner such rough and tumble 
Maybe some of the culture at 
s dance school had worn off 
t any rate, when Jimmy, the 
led out, shyly approached me 
hall, | grabbed him and gave 
“three-cent stamp” on the 
; mouth. 
nazed at what I had done, 
} ack 
yself into a corner. 


into the ballroom and 
My ears 
ng and I was certain that the 
knew what had happened. 
came back in, he held a 





whispered conference with some of his 
friends and they all turned and looked 
at me with varied expressions of interest. 
From then on, I was called by every boy 
in the room, until some of the other girls 
complained to the teacher and the game 
was Called off. 

The following Saturday afternoon it 
was the same story, and girls whom I 
had once envied and grudgingly ad- 
mired, began to show a new respect for 
my sudden popularity. Of course, | 
didn’t realize what was happening or 
why. All I knew or cared about was that 
for the first time in my life I was win- 
ning in the struggle that I later learned 
women constantly wage against each 
other for the attentions of one man or 
another. 

By the time I entered high school, I 





had graduated from kid kissing games 
to necking and I could still hold my own 
against even the prettiest girls. Then, in 
college | found that petting was a more 
complicated form of love play. 


ATURALLY, the fellows preferred 
girls who permitted them to go as 
far as possible, but every girl knew that 
to let herself be swept past the limit was 
recklessly inviting trouble. Petting, | 
concluded, was a grown-up and more ex- 
citing version of the kissing games | 
played as a kid. 

I know now that all this was just a 
buildup for what finally happened. It 
was inevitable that sooner or later | 
would meet a man who wouldn’t be con- 
tent with half a loaf. 

It was during the last two weeks of the 
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summer vacation that I met Lester Far- 
rell. He was at Jefferson to defend his 
championship in the amateur tennis 
tournament held each year on the cam- 
pus. Mother had sent me back to school 
early because she was redecorating our 
apartment and preparing for a busy so- 
cial season. And since I was entering 
my senior year, I know she felt that hav- 
ing an 18-year-old young woman under 
foot was a definite handicap to the social 
life of a gay divorcee. 

So I had plenty of time on my hands. 
My friends hadn’t arrived yet and it 
didn’t take long to register for the 
courses I wanted. So with plenty of 
time on my hands, I wandered over to 
the tennis courts, the only place on the 
entire campus where there was any ac- 
tivity. I could hear the dull plop-plop of 







“All right, so I'm being catty. 


It’s easy with a witch like her!” 


bouncing balls and the breathless shouts 
of “nice shot!” as I approached the ath- 
letic field and the sounds brought back 
memories of my tomboy days back 
home. 

I found a seat in the grandstand and 
idly watched the players volley the ball 
back and forth, practicing their favorite 
strokes. Then I saw Lester and immedi- 
ately my lagging interest was awakened. 
He was tall and slim, and moved over 
the clay court with a loose-jointed lithe- 
ness fascinating to watch. His smooth, 
effortless game was head and shoulders 
above that of the other players and it 
was evident that Lester Farrell was 
“King of the Courts.” 

A romantic interlude with Lester was 
far from my thoughts that summer after- 
noon as | sat in the grandstand with the 


sun warm on my back. I was so en- 
grossed that I didn’t see my fellow spec- 
tator until he spoke. “He plays like a 
champ, doesn’t he?” I heard him say, 
and the admiration in his voice was not 
that of a casual tennis fan. 


I nodded agreement. 





“Friend of 
yours?” 

“Les is my partner in the men’s dou- 
bles,” he proudly told me. “I’m Maurice 
Todd,” he added, extending his brawny 
brown hand. 

“My name’s Jane Willett,” I intro- 
duced myself. “I’m a student here.” 

“Yes, I gathered that you were local 
talent.” 

His tone was condescending and I re- 
sented it. “What does that mean?” | 
asked. “I don’t live here, I just go to 
school here.” 

“Great! I was afraid we'd find noth- 
ing but a bunch of hick chicks who 
didn’t know the score,” Maurice said. 

He was a stocky, broad-chested fellow, 
handsome in a rugged sort of way. But 
his attitude of a big city celebrity about 
to take a small-time college by storm 
didn’t impress me. I was from the big 
city too! Edging away from his obvious 
attempt to get cozy, I pointed to a gir! 
who had just entered the court where 
Lester paused to wipe his face with a big 
towel. Her copper-colored hair flashed 
in the sunlight and attracted almost as 
much attention as the scanty shorts high 
on her curved brown thighs. 

“I suppose you'd call her a slick 
chick,” I commented caustically. 

Maurice grinned. “Lois? But defi- 
nitely! She drove us down here for the 
tournament, and now that I’ve found 
you, Janie, we’ve got a foursome.” 

I started to deflate his ego with a 
sharp retort but held my tongue when 
Maurice suggested we join Lester and 
his glamorous partner. There'd be 
plenty of time later for putting the self- 
important hot-shot in his place. “You 
do play tennis, don’t you?” he wanted 
to know. 

“I used to be able to swing a racquet,” 
I said modestly, for although I hadn’t 
indulged in sports lately, | knew from 
my tomboy days that I played a better 
than average game. 

Sparks flew between Lois and me the 
moment Maurice introduced us. She 
was beautiful and knew it. It turned 
out that she and Lester were teamed up 
for the mixed doubles matches and Lois 
seemed to think (Continued on Page 79) 
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pseream. Instead | found refuge in my drink. 
floating, floating and didn’t care for a moment if 
“fT ever came down to earth again. 
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When Anne fell in love with the voice of “Mr. J.,”” she neg- 
lected Jim until she discovered that he and not the crooner 
was the real “‘Mr. J:”’ in her life 


VERYONE loves stars, those hand- 
some, well-dressed, smiling people 
who change Cadillacs every year, wear 
the fabulous clothes and live life high on 
the hog. But the average girl is headed for 
doom and disillusion if she hopes or tries 
to get any happiness out of falling madly 
in love with a famed personality whose 
talent has enabled him to live in the spot- 
light as a celebrity. 

I ought to know about that firsthand 
because I| suffered plenty as a result of 
my foolish escapade when I tried to make 
a famous bobby-sox idol return the love 
and affection I lavished on him. I lied, 
connived and almost lost a real, sincere 
love just because of “Mr. J,” the good- 
looking crooner whose voice is heard on 
records in every community in America 
ind is one of the most eligible men 
anywhere. 

I’d had a secret crush on “Mr. J” for 
a couple of years but my attempt to do 
something about it didn’t begin until that 
Saturday afternoon a year ago when 
Joan and I were listening to his records. 


Sensuously, hauntingly, the words ca- 
ressed me. “Mr. J” himself was singing, 
and I was lost again, deep in that same 
familiar dream until I came to with a 
start realizing my name had been spoken. 
Joan, my roommate, turned laughingly 
to me. “You hear nothing, see nothing 
when ‘Mr. J’ sings.” I tried to turn it off 
lightly. “Why not? So I’m in love with 
the guy.” 

“You and a million others,” she jeered. 
“I’m telling you Anne, the fellows are 
getting fed up with this out-of-the-world 
act you pull. Chuck and I go to all the 
trouble of introducing you to nice boys 
and most of the time you act as though 
they weren’t there. Grow up, won't 
you?” 

I had to admit Joan was partly right. 
After all I wasn’t a bobby-soxer—why 
should I go overboard for a crooner? I 
was aged 24—good-looking, with a fair 
figure. Both Joan and I worked for a 
small but growing company which man- 
ufactured plastic novelties. | had grown 
up in the city (Continued on Page 72) 
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“Neil’s not the marrying kind. That’s 
for sure. I don’t want you to get hurt.” 
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When Neil offered her his love, she accepted it with lies on her lips because she could not 
But then she discovered true love has a way of winning out. 


reveal her father’s past. 


M* MOUTH parted under Neil’s ur- 
gent lips and his kiss poured 
through me like strong, sweet sunlight. 
We stayed gently together savoring the 
blissful moment. Then I stirred from 
his arms. 

“T’ll call you tomorrow, darling,” Neil 
whispered. “Till ten—dream wonderful 
dreams.” 

Upstairs in my small apartment, too 
excited to sleep, I slowly prepared for 
bed while the vibrant happenings of the 
day flashed through my mind. Neil was 
in love with me. He had not spoken of 
it in words but his tender manner and 
ardent lips had told their own sweet 
story. Neil Vance, one of the most eligi- 
ble bachelors in Lynton. For one brief 
moment triumph welled in me bringing 
memories of the past. 

I grew up in Norrisville, the daughter 
of Gil Reed, handyman, drunkard and 
ex-convict. Dad served a year in the 
state penitentiary for an attempted rob- 
bery. Now he worked doing odd jobs 
when sober enough to handle a lawn 
mower or paint a picket fence but Mom 
earned most of our shabby living work- 
ing as a domestic in various well-to-do 
homes. It was while waiting for Mom 
at back doors and in comfortable kitch- 
> ens that I first glimpsed another way of 
’ life—a way of life that I longed to be 
a part of. 

All during grade school and Norris- 
ville High, that yearning grew sharper 
as-I began to fully understand the wide 
gulf that separated me from children 
whose families were considered respect- 
able. Playing together in the school yard 
was the closest I ever got to associating 
with them. Their homes were barred to 
me because of Pop’s scandalous reputa- 
tion. 

I was always an imaginative child and 
when reality became too painful for me, 
I created my own pleasant world of 
dreams. And there was one special dream 
I never tired of. The eternal dream of 
myself, a little girl in a starched pink 
organdy dress, pink ribbon in hair and 
a box of lace handkerchiefs in hand, 
| walking toward a party in some stately 
' house on a quiet tree-lined street. That 
' dream was never to disappear—only 
change in details as I grew into girlhood. 

But I didn’t merely dream of a better 


way of life. In my own eager way, I 
tried to achieve it. I’d practice reading 
aloud for hours to cultivate a low, gra- 
cious voice and every night I’d carefully 
set the kitchen table arranging our bent, 
stained silverware in the correct manner 
prescribed in Proper Etiquette for All 
Occasions that I’d taken from the li- 
brary. In every way I could, I was de- 
termined to prepare myself for the new 
life I'd some day make for myself. 

Then, in my second year of high 
school, I got my first real break. “One 
day Mom proudly showed a story 
I’d written for the school paper to Lloyd 
Baxter, the editor of the only Negro 
newspaper in town, in whose house Mom 
worked three days a week. Mr. Baxter 
really liked my story. “You have a nice 
style, Angela,” he told me. “And a sharp 
eye for detail. You have the makings of 
a good reporter. Think about it.” 

That’s all I did think about from then 
on—Angela Reed, girl reporter. Jour- 
nalism was not only an interesting but 
a glamorous profession. You went ev- 
erywhere and met all kinds of successful 
people. The best people. Again the old 
fantasy changed in detail. The pink or- 
gandy dress became a navy blue suit, 
the lace handkerchiefs turned into a re- 
porter’s notebook. But I was still walk- 
ing down a tree-lined street toward some 
shadowy, fashionable house. 

After graduating from high school, I 
entered Paulsburg College, majoring in 
journalism. Again Mr. Baxter lent a 
helping hand. He offered me a job do- 
ing small chores—running errands, fil- 
ing letters. “And, occasionally, you'll 
help write a story, Angela,” he told me 
with a smile. 

Those first two years of college were 
the happiest I’d ever known—truly the 
bright sunny morning of all my hopes 
and dreams. Then, suddenly, swiftly, 
tragedy struck. One morning Pop, while 
drunk, insisted on driving Mom to work. 
As he sped recklessly along the highway, 
he collided with another car. Mom was 
killed instantly as well as the other driv- 
er. Pop was seriously injured and taken 
to the Norrisville Hospital. 

After the first terrible shock, a numb 
despair settled over me that was to re- 
main for months after the tragic acci- 


dent. Pop died a year later from injuries 
received during the accident. 

During those long, bitter months my 
school work and my job at the newspa- 
per kept me going. Mr. Baxter talked 
to me earnestly about the tragedy. “You 
had a tough break, Angela, but you’ve 
plenty of gumption and brains. And 
when you graduate, there’ll be a job wait- 
ing for you here.” 

A day after graduation, Mr. Baxter 
hired me as a cub reporter. I was put 
to work assisting the two veteran report- 
ers, writing copy and making myself 
generally useful. Everyone praised my 
work. I was so sure I was making good. 
Then the shock of that Saturday when 
Mr. Baxter called me into his office. His 
hand fumbled with the papers on his 
desk. He began to speak hesitantly, tell- 
ing me there had been lots of pressure 
on the paper, complaints and gossip. 
That someone with better social connec- 
tions was needed. 

A hot blush swept into my face. “You 
mean my background—Pop—” 

His eyes roved uncomfortably to the 
window. He nodded. “You're a swell 
girl, Angela. You've got real ability. 
You can make a fresh start in another 
town—where they don’t know you. You'll 
get your chance.” 

During the next week, I brooded over 
all that had happened, realizing that I 
could either stay in Norrisville and re- 
main that “Reed girl” or try my luck 
elsewhere. Another city—another job— 
why not? There was nothing to hold me 
here any longer. 

Mr. Baxter suggested that I write to 
a friend of his who ran a paper in Lyn- 
ton. In two weeks I received a letter 
from the Sentinel asking me to come to 
Lynton for an interview. With breath- 
less anticipation, I packed my trunk and 
left that very afternoon. 

Peter Lindsay, managing editor of the 
Sentinel, was a stocky, broad-shouldered 
young man, with a lop-sided smile and a 
humorous manner. “So you want to be 
the paper’s new cub reporter?” His eyes 
probed my face cheerfully. 

I met his friendliness with a guarded 
smile. “I—I certainly do. I believe I 
have the necessary qualifications.” In- 
wardly, I prayed: “Please God, let me 
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make good on this interview. Please! 
And don’t let him ask too many ques- 


{lor 


[ think you'll do fine,” he grinned. 

t is, according to all the nice things 

1y about yourself.” He waved my 

in his hand. “I’m inclined to give 
trial.” He paused, then added 
thoughtfully. “Anything else you’d care 


to tell me?” 
| flushed as I remembered my enthu- 
iastic letter selling myself as an up-and- 
g reporter but omitting any details 
background. I was determined 
lose another job because of it. 
“Report Monday morning, eight-thirty 
sharp,” he announced crisply. 


I \N A TECHNICOLOR DREAM of sud- 

enly scooping the town and earning 
line with a front page story, I 
started my job the following Monday. 
My duties were light. They consisted of 
going out for cokes and coffee and run- 
ning copy from editor to press room. A 


f this and I began to wonder if 


I'd ever get to report the weather, let 
ilone show what I could do. Then my 
first real assignment broke. 

Peter called me into his office one af- 
terno “Roy Nelson’s out with mi- 
graine, Angela.” He winked at me. “One 
too many last night. I want you to cover 
the dedication of the new playground at 
Four Corners. Neil Vance is making the 
major address. Take notes on his speech 
ind be sure to spell the speakers’ names 
right.” He added casually, “Have you 
met Neil as yet? He’s a well-known law- 
yer and a rising politician.” 

poke lightly in order to cover up 
my intense excitement over my first real 
assignment. “If he’s like other politi- 
cians, he’s portly and balding. . . .” 

Peter grinned. “Don’t be too hard on 
him, Angela. He’s one of Lynton’s fa- 
vorite political sons and social lumina- 
ries. He’s being groomed to represent 
the Negro people of this community.” 

During that drive to Four Corners, I 
was filled with an overwhelming nervous 
apprehension. This was my first impor- 
tant assignment and | was on trial. My 
job depended on making good. I just 
had to. When the paper’s old jalopy 
finally panted into Four Corners, the 
square was jammed with an enthusiastic 
crowd. A tall, good-looking young man 
was making a speech. Writing him off 
as a minor politician, I concentrated on 
the lively crowd and color atmosphere. 
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I was still making notes when | heard 
the chairman announce: “We have just 
heard the Honorable Neil Vance . . .” 
Neil Vance! I stared at him incredu- 
lously. Portly . . . balding . .. Why he 
was handsome! Tall, slender, with light 
brown rugged features and a thoughtful 
smile. And I hadn’t taken down a word 
of his speech. What would Peter say? 
I'd be the laughing stock of the office. 
I might even lose my job. Swift tears 
of anxiety rose to my eyes. Then I pulled 
myself together. Peter had cautioned me 
to congratulate Neil on his splendid fight 
for the playground. Perhaps I could ask 
him for a copy of his speech. 

As the meeting ended, I pushed my 
way to the platform and up to Neil 
Vance. Trying to sound like a veteran 
reporter, | murmured a few words of 
congratulation. He took my hand and 
shook it vigorously. His dark, frank 
eyes swept my face with a thrilling in- 
tensity. “It’s my turn to congratulate the 
Sentinel.” He flashed me an apprecia- 
tive smile. “On its excellent taste in 
newspaperwomen.” 

A faint blush skipped across my face. 
Then, through a sudden sweet haze that 
encircled me, | remembered his speech. 
“Mr. Vance—” I began hesitantly. 

“Neil,” he corrected gently. “We’re 
quite informal in Lynton.” Again his 
eyes circled my face approvingly. 

“Neil—could you let me have a copy 
of your speech?” 

“Guess I gabbed too fast.” 

He took my notebook and stared at 
the blank page. He looked up puzzled. 
I took a long, deep breath and confessed: 
“I—I didn’t take notes. I thought you 
were—well—oldish and portly . . .” 

His deep laugh rang across the plat- 
form. “Don’t worry, Angela,” he grinned. 
“Tl send over a copy of my speech this 
afternoon.” Then, as a gray-haired dow- 
ager called to him, he took my hand. 
“Some day soon I'll prove to you how 
unportly I can be on my night off.” 

The next week was a happy one for 
me. Peter praised my story on the play- 
ground dedication and his “Nice work, 
Angela.” gave me my first real feeling of 
security in my job. But sweeter still was 
the memory of Neil’s admiring glance, 
the promise of future meetings in his 
lightly-spoken words. But, then, as the 
days passed without a telephone call, | 
told myself I had read mistaken mean- 
ings into what was merely a cultivated 
pleasantness. After all, Neil was no doubt 
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adept at the subtle flattery of manner 
that is the stock-in-trade of every poli- 
tician. 

The following Wednesday afternoon, 
I was to learn the answer to my wonder- 
ing at the cocktail party given by so- 
cially-prominent Annette Fairley to cele- 
brate the completion of the playground. 
I experienced a deep, silent thrill when 
Pete gave me the assignment. At last 
that shadowy, stately house of my dreams 
was taking on the bright shape of reality. 
And Neil Vance would be there. 

The party was in full swing when I ar- 
rived. As I greeted my hostess, I glanced 
swiftly around the room, noting the ab- 
sence of Neil. A sudden, thorny disap- 
pointment pierced me. After mingling 
with various groups in the noisy, smoke- 
misted room, I walked out to the terrace. 
The afternoon sun bathed the garden in 
a shimmering veil of light and the slow 
chirp of crickets made a soft and dream- 
like sound. I stood there lost in reverie 
when a vibrant voice startled me. “I’ve 
been looking for you, Angela.” 

My heart fluttered as he put his hand 
on mine. The warm June sunlight hung 
softly between us. His eyes roved gently 
over my face. “Brown eyes, heart-shaped 
face—you’re lovelier than any flower, 
Angela.” 

I tried to quiet the swift beat of my 
pulse with light words. “Spoken like a 
true politician, Neil. Looking for Senti- 
nel support next election?” 

He chuckled and took my arm. “Just 
your support, Angela. That’s all I crave.” 

Arm-in-arm we strolled through the 
magnificently landscaped grounds chat- 
ting lightly about flowers and guests and 
Lynton. As we neared the front terrace, 
he asked me eagerly: “How about driv- 
ing to the lake for a swim, Angela?” 

“It’s too late for the afternoon edition 
anyhow,” I smiled. “Peter wouldn’t 
mind if I took off a few hours.” 

As we sped along Elm Highway, my 
eyes traveled over the hazy, blue-rimmed 
hills, the billowing, sun-shadowed mead- 
ows. We rounded a sloping hill, turned 
down a white gravel road and Lake Lyn- 
ton, gleaming like precious cutglass, 
sailed into view. I was about to com- 
ment on its beauty when Neil said 
thoughtfully: “You’ve been very quiet, 
Angéla. Tell me about yourself.” 

My heart fluttered at his words and I 
turned swiftly to avoid his glance. Bitter 
memories surged through my mind. The 
sordid back- (Continued on Page 51) 
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In British movie, “Fiddler’s 

Three,” Elisabeth Welch 

played a favorite in Nero’s 
court. 





| Bachelo,. . 


Being unmarried but yet marriageable, 


alone but not lonely can be exhilarating life for 


any woman, declares musical star 





who left Harlem to live in Britain 


> 


LIVE a bachelor’s existence and | 

love it. Not that I couldn’t be mar- 
ried again. (I was married on my 17th 
birthday but that lasted only a matter of 
months.) During the last 20 years of a 
busy, eventful life as a singer in London 
and Paris, I have had numerous pro- 
posals from the lowly as well as the high 
and mighty. It’s just that I’ve lived 
alone so long that to change my way of 
life by bringing a husband again into it 
just doesn’t sound too interesting. In 
fact, who would want to marry me any- 
way, even though I am considered the 
“Josephine Baker” of London’s theater, 
radio, television and night club world? 
Of course I believe in marriage but | 
definitely do not relish the seemingly 
popular habit of signing on a husband 


Most recent dramatic triumph for Elisabeth Welch was in London 
revue, “Penny Plain,” in which she played leading role. 


BY ELISABETH WELCH 


almost as often as signing a new con- 
tract. 

My interest in the subject of the bach- 
elor girl stems directly from the fact that 
over the years, our numbers have in- 
creased to the point where there are 
enough of us to start a political party of 
some sort. At least, there are enough of 
us to gang up on any group seeking to 
push us around. Among us, Negro and 
white alike, are great numbers of emi- 
nently successful women'‘and to name a 
few in America, there are Zora Neal 
Hurston, the novelist, Dr. Mary McLeod 
Bethune, the eminent educator; Hattie 
McDaniel, the movie star; and, my very 
good friend, Ethel Waters. 

But my bachelorhood is not a state of 
belligerency that I assume when the 
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question, “Why don’t you marry?” - 
comes up. Instead, it is a more than 
happy existence, one full of faith and 
confidence in myself and in which I can 
have the supreme satisfaction of achieve- 
ment and of making other people happy. 
And as a bachelor girl for many years, 
I am not lonely for the company of men, 
for I have that—as much, if not more 
than many women, who are far younger 
but who do not, for certain reasons, at- 
tract men of the right caliber and back- 
ground. 

Of course, there are thousands of men 
of the “wolf” variety lurking around. 
Any girl with a well-turned ankle and a 
pert smile can have her fill of such. So 
can the bachelor lady with the well-laden 
purse. London is full of gigolos as in 


On BBC radio broadcast during British Festival, Elisabeth was 
featured performer. She has appeared many times on radio. 
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! of biggest names in British show business, Elisabeth Welch joined in broadcast that included actor Rex Harrison (3rd from 
left), director Carol Reed, who did “The Third Man” (3rd from right), and actress Lilli Palmer (right). 


and I suspect, New York, Chicago 
Angeles. The reason “wolves” 
igolos have such a sway and are 
1 to exist as a sort of cult is be- 
» many girls and women lack 
lence in themselves, and show an 
igerness to get themselves attached 
thing in trousers, even with the 
edge aforehand that they are defi- 
heading for trouble. 
r-anxiety to get a man many times 
away a woman’s prospects, for 
» get skittish when they know a 
is tagging them for the knock- 
nch. Such women automatically 
hemselves in a certain category 
clear-thinking men of caliber 
iCal of. 
ere are several perfectly valid rea- 
r bachelor women like me. The 
that we have well-defined ideas 
ourselves that involve a sort of 
rship. This imparts a strong 
of self-reliance and enhances 
sonal value, at least to ourselves. 
2 woman is able to demonstrate 
world that she can support herself, 
name for herself and then on top 


of that, make a definite contribution to 
the culture and well-being of humanity, 
she most certainly is going to do quite 
a bit of sober reflection when it comes 
to giving up her independence for an 
uncertain life of cooking, making up 
beds and possibly, raising children. 


N THE AMERICAN SIDE of the 

Atlantic Ocean, the name Elisa- 
beth Welch has probably been long for- 
gotten. Such names as Lena Horne, 
Rose Murphy, Nellie Lutcher, Ella Fitz- 
gerald, Sarah Vaughan, Katherine Dun- 
ham and others, have taken over the 
bright lights of Broadway and Holly- 
wood. I do not envy them for they 
richly deserve everything they have won. 
I elected to make my home in London, 
and I am more than satisfied with what 
has happened to and for me because— 
and I do like to read my own press no- 


tices—I am regarded as “Britain’s most- 


sophisticated revue artiste,’ one who 
has had 18 years of almost continuous 
success on the stage, in the cinema, on 
radio and television. 

Much water has gone under the bridge 


since that October 8, 1933, at the Adel- 
phi Theatre when with one song, Solo- 
mon, | successfully outbid the glamor- 
ous Gertrude Lawrence for the favor 
and applause of the audience that came 
to see Sir Charles B. Cochran’s musical, 
Nymph Errant. After the show, when I 
walked in the Savoy grill for supper I 
was knocked off my feet when the room 
applauded my entrance. But by the time 
I returned to my flat I had recovered 
sufficiently from the excitement and suc- 
cess of the evening to end my day as 
usual—comfortably relaxed in bed with 
a book. My private life still revolves 
around reading, traveling, visiting art 
galleries, going to concerts, playing 
cards—right now I am a perfect fanatic 
on canasta—and, believe it or not, liv- 
ing in the theater seeing plays, ballet 
and opera. Always theater! My great 
love! 

Before I arrived in London, during 
the summer of 1933, I had been singing 
at the Boeuf-Sur-le-Toit and at the Chez 
Florence in Paris. While there, I ran 
into my friend, Cole Porter. He had 
just written his score for Nymph Errant 
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‘and asked me if I’d sing his song, Solo- 
mon. The show was opening in the au- 
tumn in London. Meanwhile variety 
agent Harry Foster came to hear me and 


| signed me up for a fast-moving revue 


jn London, called Dark Doings, which 
had a limited run at the Leicester Square 
| Theatre. 

In the revue were other artists from 
New York’s Cotton Club, such as Alma 
Smith, Areta Day, the Five Hot Shots, 
Roy Atkins, Brookins and Van, Jazz 
Lips Richardson and Henry Wessels. In 
it, I sang Manhattan Madness and 
Stormy Weather, with accompaniment 
by the famous composer-arranger, Regi- 
nald Forsythe. During those nostalgic 
years, now known as the Fabulous Thir- 
ties, | moved from one hit show to an- 
other. When Cochran’s Nymph Errant 
closed, after a lengthy tour of the prov- 
inces, I co-starred with Cab Calloway 
at the Palladium in London. The fol- 
lowing year, in March, 1935, I achieved 
the ambition of most all British ac- 
tresses—I was signed for a leading role 


'in Ivor Novello’s Glamorous Night at 


the world-famous Drury Lane Theatre. 

Soon after, | was snapped up for a 
series of broadcasts by the British 
Broadcasting Corporation. The first se- 
ries with the popular British musician 
Austen Croom-Johnston lasted for many 


months. Other series followed—the last 


one being “To Town on Two Pianos” 
with Reg Forsythe and that great blind 
pianist George Shearing who has now 


Thus far, I 


made America his home. 





In satirical revue, “Tupence Colored,” Elisabeth Welch did takeoff 
on play, “The Respectable Prostitute.” She is an admirer of Duke 
Ellington music, spends long hours listening to his records. 


Musical comedy star suggests some basic rules on how 


to live alone and like it 





have broadcasted thousands of times and 
in May, 1951, I appeared in one of the 
highlights of my career before the micro- 
phones—Festival Parade—a program 
dedicated to the “Festival of Britain.” 
In it were Bette Davis, Gary Merrill, Vic 
Oliver, Ethel Revnell, Ben Lyon and Bebe 
Daniels. 

There have been lots of things for me 
that have been better than good, insofar 
as the breaks are concerned. That is a 
principal reason why I elect to remain in 
England. As a matter of fact, I knew at 
once that I would like living in the Old 
World when I first fell under the spell of 
Paris in 1929, where I was appearing at 
the Moulin Rouge in Lew Leslie’s Black- 
birds of 1928-29. For, I have to thank 
Lew Leslie for shipping me across the 
Atlantic. Previous to that the show had 
run for 14 months on Broadway. 

It has been a long jump from the de- 
sire to be a social worker to eminence in 
the British theater world, but I have 
made it successfully. I started my sing- 
ing in St. Cyprian’s Church choir in 
Harlem, and as my contralto voice de- 
veloped, I sang in concerts. My singing 
ambitions ultimately beckoned me out of 
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At home in her living room, Elisabeth relaxes in easy chair. 
Bust is of actor playright Noel Coward, long a close friend of 
Elisabeth. She does own cooking at home. 


church concerts and I became one of the 
Blackbirds. 

Looking back over the years, I some- 
times pinch myself to see if it is really 
me who has done these things, and done 
them as a bachelor girl. If I had been 
tied down to the life of a housewife, I 
seriously doubt if I could have gone as 
far or as fast. But I’ve never looked 
back, only forward. 

Even when a professional woman mar- 
ries a professional man, there is the 
tendency of the man to take the lead. Of 
course, there are exceptions to the rule, 
as shown by Alfred Lunt and Lynn Fon- 
tanne, and Sir Lawrence Olivier and 
Vivien Leigh. The average woman with 
ambition can be stifled very easily and 
effectively when her husband demands 
more of her attention and time than she 
can give him. 

My life of switching around from one 
medium to the other—cabaret, stage, ra- 
dio and movies—would have stirred any 
husband to adverse comment. But I was 
able to approach every opportunity with 
a mind unburdened by domestic prob- 
lems. That is how I was able to get into 
movies in March, 1936 when I was 
signed to appear (Continued on Page 77) 
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THE WRONG 
KIND OF 
LOVE 
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FIRST SIGNS of Spring had already begun to bring 
uttered patches of green to the lawn outside my sun porch 
and as | sat there, drinking in the warmth of the early 
on sun, my thoughts traveled back to another day such 
scarcely two years ago when Earl had carried me across 
eshold of this house as his wife. It had been warm then 
sually warm for an early Spring day, and everything had 
seemed so new and fresh. Even our love had been 
up in the mood of that first breath of Spring, and to me 
seemed that the world and everything in it was just hav- 
beginning. 
vas a beginning, all right—the beginning of two of the 
niserable years I have ever lived through. If I had been 
wiser to the ways of women in larger cities it all might 
een avoided. But I wasn’t, so I had to pay the terrible 
I ignorance. 
how could I have known that Earl was one of those men 
ilways wanted something different in the way of love? 
yuld | have suspected anything, growing up as I had, be- 
ig that such uninhibited adventures in love took place only 


if I had listened to Eloise, my girl friend, I would have 
repared to expect something, but my love-blind eyes were 
to what she knew to be the truth, and what I had so 


When Louise discovered her husband running around with 


another woman, she learned that innocence comes with a 


| high price tag and she determined to fight fire with fire. 


Silently the tears slipped down my 

cheeks, and I realized then that I had. 

never really known what it was like 

to be completely in love with my 
husband. 


stupidly confused with jealousy. She 
had seen a side of Earl that I could never 
have seen. I know now that if I had only 
listened to Eloise I would never have had 
to live through those lonely, miserable 
nights of being left alone, knowing that 
my husband was somewhere in the arms 
of another woman. 

If I had not been such a fool I would 
have demanded to know everything on 
our wedding night—that night when I 
had so eagerly looked forward to fulfill- 
ment of all my awakened desires—but | 
was too stupid to realize that my fulfill- 
ment was only my own passion burning 
within me. 

I guess I was too wrapped up in my 
own happiness to suspect that Earl would 
ever be anything but a perfect husband, 
certainly not a cheat. His manners, his 
neatness, the careful way he always man- 
aged to say just the right things at the 
right time told me that he was different 
from most of the other fellows I had 
grown up with around St. Louis, and | 
guess I must have succumbed to his 
charms from that very moment when we 
were introduced. 

He had come to St. Louis from Chi- 
cago to set up a law practice, and actu- 
ally it was Eloise who first brought us 
together. They had known each other in 
college, and when she called me one day 
to say that she had someone she wanted 
me to meet, I had no idea that it was 
going to be such a pleasant surprise, or 
that out of that meeting I would find 
the man who would become my hus- 
band. 

I should have heeded Eloise’s warning 
then when she said, “Oh, Earl’s all right, 
but he’s got his own ideas about women, 
if you know what I mean.” But I hadn’t 
known what she meant. In my own 
innocent way of thinking I had simply 
taken her remark to mean that he had 
probably made a pass at her in college 
and she hadn’t gotten over it. I was just 
too naive to know any better. 

Then later, as the months rolled on 
and Earl and I began to see each other 
constantly, I could tell that Eloise seemed 
disturbed about something whenever | 
would talk of our plans for marriage. 
She never became vocal about it, how- 
ever, until the day I told her that Earl 
and I had finally set the date. And even 
then she never really came out and told 
me what was in the back of her mind. 

“Do you really think you can make 
Earl happy?” (Continued on Page 60) 
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WAS MY SIN 


nma thought she married out of her class when worldly Donald became her 
band. And she suspected the first woman that came along was stealing her 
husband’s affections. 


‘IED HARD not to be one of those wives who let 

ir hearts be eaten out by jealousy. As much as 
rked me, I pretended to accept the flirty little 
vhere fate and my love for Donald Tracy had 
me. Yet my heart always churned up a tempest 
er | saw Donald paying the slightest attention 
nda Osborne. 

was not only that combination of his gallantry 
1er glamour which kept me in such a frenzy for 
long years. Donald’s charm and flawless man- 
were enough to make any woman he met do a 
yrivate dreaming. Wanda had the sort of luring 

which drew all the men around her at every 
But what made it all the more galling for me 

own narrow background which kept me from 
eling completely at home with her fast-stepping 


me go back to my early years in the sleepy little 
ia farming town where I was born. My father 
he minister of an old-fashioned congregation 
regarded flirtations and idle party-going as 
»f the devil. He was devoted to my mother, but 
| with sour misgiving on the other women in his 
| think now that he was afraid they might 
him into the sins that he fought even harder 

e did the boll weevils in his cotton patch. 
| grew up, Dad frowned on my having dates ex- 
vith the boys of his congregation. It was his hope 
('d finally marry Glenn Morgan who meant to 
for the ministry after finishing high school. 
was nice. But neither he nor any of the other 
n my church crowd gave any wings to my 


nan ever stirred me till 1 went off to college 
et Donald. Even today, I cannot help but won- 
hat | had that made him claim me as his girl 


during our freshman year. For Donald was everything 
that I wasn’t. Well-off with plenty of money to spend 
where I had to do baby-sitting and all manner of odd 
jobs for school money. Poised and handsome where 
I was shy and plain. Socially prominent and a mem- 
ber of a top-ranking fraternity while I was a nobody 
who would never have been invited through the front 
door of any campus sorority. 

By everything that made sense, Donald should have 
paid me no mind. I, Emma Brown, whose face was as 
ordinary as her name. Yet that destiny which closes 
gaps and bridges differences decided otherwise. For 
Donald and I were drawn to each other from the very 
minute that we met at a faculty reception for new stu- 
dents. Something that was magic and compelling 
passed between us when our eyes met across that 
crowded parlor. When he walked me back to the 
dormitory after the party, each of us felt that one 
had been searching long for the other. “Born to be 
sweethearts,” as Donald phrased it so beautifully 
when he kissed me good night. 

Through those four years on the campus, our ro- 
mance continued with only a few trivial upsets. Oh, 
there were times when I was thrown into a fury by 
his casual dating of one girl or another. Yet he always 
came back to me with such penance and self-reproach 
that I generously forgave him and kept wearing his 
ring. I could do nothing else, loving him so. 

We were married by the college chaplain, the day 
after our graduation. I was proud of my diploma 
which showed me to be an honor graduate. But I felt 
exalted by that other scroll which was my marriage 
certificate. It was living proof that I’d attained an 
honor, greater than any to be won from books, by . 
becoming Mrs. Donald Tracy. 

Donald’s family in (Continued on Page 55) 
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tortured thoughts told me over and over 
fought to hold him but she won and you lost. 
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"here was promise of pleasure in Angie’s eyes and lips but 


en Martin got to the end of the line, he found another 
man—the lady’s husband—got there first. 


GET ONE thing straight in 
nt. Then there won’t be any hard 
This is my own personal story. 
t trying to say that all Pullman 
s are like me. Brother Randolph 
| sorts in his union, same as any 
roup of men anywhere, anytime. 
ire good, some bad. I know one 
who had a wife and kids at both 
f his run; but the majority of us 
serious-minded, hard-working men. 
f us have medals for heroism in 
recks. : 
iess you know that it was the Pull- 
porters who helped spread the 
rican folk music of jazz and the 
fhat’s right. Back in the early 
our men who ran to St. Louis, 
City and Memphis brought back 


the first phonograph records of the new 
type of music. They took jazz from its 
birthplace and transplanted it in a hun- 
dred cities from coast to coast. The rest 
is history. Syncopated music, with Afro- 
American rhythms, covered the country 
like a tent. 

I mention all this to show that I know 
the great tradition of the men who serve 
the public on the streamliners and lux- 
ury trains that criss-cross the nation. | 
also know the tales they tell about Pull- 
man porters. Most of them aren’t true. 

If my story about my illicit love for 
another man’s wife seems to bring down 
Pullman porters, just remember it could 
have happened to anyone. . . . 

T WAS several years ago. I was a 

newcomer to the business, not long 














She held me away. “No! No!” she cried. “I could never face 
myself afterwards.” 





t of high school and green as grass. 
But riding the Blue Arrow from Chi to 
Omaha, | learned fast. My poker game, 

hile not equal to that of the waiters and 

vards who huddled around a table in 
lining car late at night, improved 
igh to provide me with a few extra 
at the end of each run. I learned 
pot a good tipper and to avoid the 
|-heads, and by the end of my first 

r | had forgotten all about going back 

ool. 
Vhen I’d get home from a trip, I’d 
plenty of money in my pocket even 
ifter turning over part of my earnings 

Mom. I'd get all dressed up, then 

| through the neighborhood so my 

ls could see me. Maybe I’d spend 

time with the fellows on the corner, 
telling them tall tales about my adven- 
on the 80-miles-an-hour Blue Ar- 
Naturally, everything was twice as 

nd twice as exciting as it really was. 

uid it on thick. 

ater, I’d usually fall into the local 
ice cream parlor with a girl on each arm 


| 
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“Not bad,” I replied. “You seem to 
be doing all right.” 

“I’m doing great!” he said with a big 
grin. “Got me a regular run now. To 
Cincinnati.” 

“That’s a good deal,” I said enviously. 
“Think you'll keep it?” 

He shrugged. “I’ll have it until one of 
the oldtimers bumps me.” He smacked 
his hands together happily. “Just so it 
doesn’t happen too soon. Man, I’ve got 
a little girl down there who can’t do 
enough for me!” 

I stared at him. “You mean you've 
scored already?” 

Val went on to tell me of his romantic 
conquests. I took it all in, not realizing 
that with a guy like that you have to take 
everything with a grain of salt. I was 
so impressed that when he asked for a 
detailed account of my own experiences 
I was ashamed to confess the truth. 

We stood chatting outside a parlor car 
on Val’s train and I saw that I was liv- 
ing in a completely different world. I 
got the feeling that I’d be stuck there 


Martin was a Pullman porter who looked for thrills 


but then he found that loyalty to a friend is even 


more important than having fun on the road 





ind one or two trailing along behind. 
It was fun, but tame. And it wasn’t long 
before those ice cream-and-cake sessions 
began to bore me. My only other social- 

was when I escorted my mother to 
church. I’d drop a dollar into the col- 
lection plate and watch Mom swell with 
pride 

But when it was time to go back to 
vork, | always had the feeling that I’d 
wasted my time. Nothing ever happened. 
Compared with the lives some of the 

n led, mine was dull as dishwater. I 
was more than ever aware of this the day 
| happened to run into a fellow who had 
been hired and took his training at the 
ume time I had. 

Val Fleming was only a few months 
sider than I, but he was everything | 
was not—yet wanted to be. He was a 
real fancy dresser and had the dark 
brown good looks that women seemed 
to go for. 

Hey, man!” he called to me one day 
it the entrance to the yards. He fell in 
tep with me and together we crossed 
the tracks to where the trains were be- 

made up. “How’re you doing, Mar- 
til he asked. 


until I could wear the clothes, drink the 
liquor, tell the jokes and win the women 
that Val and his buddies did. 

Val swung up onto the platform of the 
coach. “Well, I’ve got to cut now, Mar- 
tin. My advice to you, son, is wake up 
and live!” 

My mind wasn’t on my work that trip 
out. I made up the berths, took care of 
my passengers, and tended to the hun- 
dred-and-one details that are a part of a 
porter’s job, but all the time I was com- 
paring my dull life with the stories I’d 
heard the other fellows tell. They dressed 
better than I and always seemed to have 
enough money to take a woman out for 
the kind of a good time that would make 
the girls I knew blush all over. 


it WAS just an overnight hop from 

Chicago to Omaha, so when my work 
was finished that night, I went up to the 
men’s lounge for a cigarette. I sat there 
smoking and staring out the window into 
the blacked-out countryside. My thoughts 
were interrupted by the entrance of Ed 
Jones, a 25-year-man, who had taken a 
fatherly interest in me from the first time 
we met. 





“Hi, Ed,” I said, trying to sound cor. 
dial but hoping he wouldn’t stay long. 
My heart sank as he sat down beside me 
and stretched out his legs. 

“Hello, Martin. I hope you don’t 
mind if I join you for a bit.” He reached 
into his hip pocket and pulled out a to- 
bacco pouch. “I’m going to get a few 
puffs on my pipe before turning in.” 

“Go right ahead,” I invited. 

As | feared, those “few puffs” turned 
into several pipefuls, and Ed was by no 
means silent. He talked about his years 
of service, the house he had in Omaha, 
and about his family. 

“We'd like to have you come over for 
dinner tomorrow,” he said finally. “I’ve 
been meaning to ask you for a long time. 
My daughter keeps asking about you.” 

“T’ll make it if I can, Ed,” I promised, 
He wrote down the address and I slipped 
the paper into my wallet. 

I was still unable to sleep so I went 
back to the diner where a poker game 
was in progress. The steward had set 
out heaping bowls of ice cream and 
there was a pot of coffee for the players. 

“I feel lucky,” I announced. “Deal 
me in.” 

It turned out I was luckier than I'd 
ever been before. I was fifty dollars 
winner when the game broke up. Twen- 
ty-five of it was an IOU from Willie 
Morgan, a reckless player who had tried 
to bluff a full house I held. He didn’t 
have the cash so he told me to drop by 
the house where he roomed. 

That afternoon I located Willie Mor- 
gan’s neat cottage and rang the bell. 
After a few moments the door was 
opened by a young woman who looked 
as if she’d stepped out of a picture in 
House and Garden. She wore a neat 
gingham dress that gave her a fresh, 
busy-about-the-house appearance. I as- 
sumed that she was Willie’s landlady. 

I stood there stammering foolishly, 
realizing that I was staring at her in a 
very rude manner. But I was totally un- 
prepared for such a lovely person. Her 
face, untouched by makeup, had a whole- 
some beauty about it that is usually as- 
sociated with the country, not the city. 
“I’m looking for Willie Morgan,” I final- 
ly managed. 

Her smile was like the sun—warm and 
bright. “I’m just the next-door neigh- 





bor,” she explained. “Just a moment.} 
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I'll call Sadie.” 
Sadie turned out to be a buxom woman 
with a hearty (Continued on Page 65) 
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Xmas Gift-Giving “OME SERVICE 
HE EXCITEMENT of Christmas never loses its thrill, MAGAZINE 


especially when the long-awaited day is kept sus- 
pended on clouds of happy anticipation and gay laughter 
by young children. Santa’s return is as enthusiastically 


FREDA DeKNIGHT 
Heme Service Director 


accepted this year as it was the season before by the big- 
gest fan club on earth—children! 
Bright lights on the Christmas tree, crisp, sparkling _— 


snow underfoot, and gleeful notes of jingle bells filling the e 
air all contribute to a festive and joyful occasion, high- 
lighted by the sincere joy of giving. Gifts should not prove f “Te 


too heavy a burden to the normal budget. Practical advice ai 
to follow is to give attractive but useful gifts. 

The hallmark of Christmas is happiness and thankful- 
ness which can be achieved partly through wise gift pur- 
chasing. Overloading the budget and splurging on a few 
fantastic presents to please a finicky friend or relative can 
easily lead to gloomy holiday aftermath. 

Most important of all, however, is not to forget the 
Christmas tree! There’s something “holiday-ish” about a 
brilliantly-lighted Christmas tree that needs no explana- 
tion. When choosing a tree, size is not too important, for 
big or small the tangy spicy smell of the tree will be en- 
chanting. With a word of warning to decorator enthusi- 
asts, nothing can look more amateurish than an overly dec- 
orated tree. As in shopping, choose discriminately and 
with good taste. 








ind chic in design, the bonnet-type hat is accented in the back with forget-me-nots of soft, pliable velvet and a feather trim 
of hackle pods. Called “Cocktail Chatter,” the brim is of peek-a-boo net effect, edged in flattering gold velvet. 


Vew Holiday Bonnets 


Bonnets with flaring brims that 
sweep over the forehead with dramatic 
coyness are preferred by the young 
Interest is achieved in 


[ORE unusual the hat, the more 
s to strike the fancy of today’s 
yut on a Christmas shopping 
r a new bonnet. Better collec- 
yinter millinery are designed to 
mood or whim milady may 
ipon. 
ived cloche in a smaller, softer 
becoming a great favorite with 
ger crowd. It can be worn es- 
well with short hair because of 
size and close fit. Brimless caps 
lls are more flatteringly young, 
1 worn low at back with some 
jutting trim, they produce a 
eling. 
srs are also placing strong em- 
deeper hats with wide slung 
play up a particular silhouette 


profile. 


matron group. 
three spots: at the front because of the 
back pose; at the side through some kind 
of draping; and at the back because of 
the new depth. 

Trimming plays a strong role in de- 
veloping smart, chic styles that have a 
special appeal. Wiring, feathers, rhine- 
stones and all sorts of odds and ends 
are becoming the universal trend. Milli- 
ners in the United States are conscious, 
too, of the trends set by Parisian milli- 
ners who are striving this year to pro- 
mote hats with substance. The striking 
hats shown on these pages were designed 
and made by Artie Wiggins of Chicago. 


A jewelled cloche of amber cut glass beads 
is called “Gold Rush.” Made to fit the 
head snugly with wired points on each side, 
hat is perfect for cocktails or formal affairs. 








« 


“Date Hats” of unusual designs are shown in all fabrics. The black mesh hat, 

trimmed in black velvet, is a clever, rakish number with personality. Smartly 

made in one piece, the butterfly petal hat of mauve felt, has chic wire trimming 
which fits the head snugly. 


A simple chapeau with an unusual twist is 

an imported felt of deep coral. The petals 

which softly frame the face are an extra 
eye-catcher. 


The tiny cloche of black velvet called “Jet” is hand- 

trimmed with gunmetal beads that glitter and sparkle. 

The hat can be worn forward, with or without a 
tiny nose veil. 





“Black Magic” is a sunburst of black accordion-pleated felt, designed for 
intrigue. It can be worn at several angles and is perfect for suits or dresses, 
any time of day or night. 39 








madian Bacon And Green Beans 


pan-fry or broil Canadian bacon slices and use the 
for seasoning canned or fresh green beans. Green 
wax beans may be used with the bacon. For addi- 
delight, bacon can be only half cooked and then 
he green beans. Cover with a tight lid and let sim- 
hort while so bacon seasoning and flavor can pene- 


eans. 


Luncheon Potatoes Sweet Potato Pudding 


Cook and peel 1 pound of sweet potatoes, and rub through a 
1 skillet well greased with margarine or butter. Brush sieve. Add 1 cup sugar, and 4%.cup melted margarine or butter. 
of potatoes with melted margarine and sprinkle with Combine 6 beaten egg yolks, 1 tbsp. grated lemon rind, %4 tea- 
epper to taste. Repeat until the skillet is filled, and spoon mace and 1 cup orange juice, and add to potatoes. Fold 
moderate oven, 375° F. for 1% hours or until pota- in 6 stiffly-beaten egg whites. Pour pudding into well-greased 
nder and lightly browned. Unmold on a chop plate baking dish. Sprinkle with %4 cup sugar, and 1 tablespoon sliv- 
ered citron. Bake in a moderate oven, 350° F. for about 1 hour. 


| slice potatoes thinly. Place a layer of potatoes in a 


h generously with parsley. 
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Hollandaise Sauce 


Hollandaise sauce adds a refreshing sharpness to any mijd 
vegetable. Place % cup margarine, 4 egg yolks or 2 whole eggs, 


Y, 


coli, asparagus, cauliflower or broiled fish fillets. 


Vegetables 


— COOKERY often depends on only when cooked right. When cooked when the vegetables are crisp—not 


', cup hot water, %4 tsp. salt and a dash of pepper in top of 
double boiler or deep saucepan. Cook over low heat and beat 
constantly until sauce is thick and smooth. Add 2 tbsps. of 
lemon juice and blend well. Serve hot over freshly-cooked broc- 


Baked Squash With Grapefruit 


Wash and cut squash in halves, cleaning the shells thor- 
oughly. Sprinkle each squash half with brown sugar and melted 
butter. Fill with grapefruit sections, dot with brown sugar and 
bake in a low oven, 300° F. for 1% hours or until squash is 
tender. Orange sections or sliced fresh peaches may be used 
instead of grapefruit. 




















that extra dash of seasoning or that 
special pinch of flavor to perk up an 
otherwise drab and dull concoction— 
especially as concerns vegetables. 
Vegetables with flair depend primarily 
on two things: temperatures and eye ap- 
peal. Vitamins and minerals are abso- 
lutely essential and vegetables keep both 


Vegetable Plate 


Mashed potatoes with cheese, creamed onions, and broccoli 


properly none of their vitamin content 
is lost. Follow these rules for cooking 
vegetables and they will make their 
greatest contribution to the diet: 

1. Cook in the smallest amount of wa- 
ter possible. 

2. Cover pan to utilize the steam. 

3. Cook quickly and remove from fire 
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ee 





wf 


mushy. 

4. Never add soda to bring out the 
green color. It only destroys vitamins. 

Try serving ordinary vegetables with 
a new twist by adding sauces and season- 
ings that are different and unusual, and 
the family will find greater enjoyment 
in eating them. 


- Sle — 








in lemon-butter sauce go to make up well-balanced and whole- 
some meal. Fold 1 cup of finely-diced cheese into a dish of 
mashed potatoes just before serving. To brighten up creamed 
onions, sprinkle with paprika to add a touch of color. The 
lemon-butter sauce is easily made by combining 4 tablespoons 
of melted butter with 2 tablespoons of lemon juice. 
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nal unit featuring a double filler with right and left arms around a large corner table is made of solid birch, finished 
t or champagne. Manufactured by Heywood-Wakefield, the unit is attractively upholstered in a striped fabric. 





wve brilliant geometric print, contrasting with Attractive furniture grouping includes multiple unit sofa designed 
d legs. Styled by E. J. Brussel, backs and seats by Bertha Schaefer, with one curved and one straight unit plus 
that sectional groups may easily be arranged. a free-form walnut cocktail table designed by Carlo Mollino. 





| Sectional 


| Furniture |; 


HE VERSATILE smartness of sec- 

tional furniture has made it a favor- 
ite for many discriminating homemak- 
ers. The adjustable series of upholstered 
units are ideal for apartment renters or 
small home owners who buy various 
parts over a period of time, thereby stag- 
gering the cost of furniture. 

There was a time when a sharp line of 
demarcation existed between traditional 
and modern decor. But homemakers are 
no longer bound by rigid rules and reg- 
ulations, for more and more, there is de- 
veloping a transitional mood in furniture 
lines. The furniture pieces shown on 
these pages revolve mainly around the 
modern theme of varied shapes and free 
forms. Although not every piece will 
blend harmoniously with conventional 
design, most of them will. Today, more 
than ever before, there is a mixing and 
blending of traditional and modern fur- 
nishings. 

Upholstered sectional pieces are equal- 
ly at home with Chinese chippendale or 
with free-form tables. Comfort for cas- 
ual living is more important than strict 
adherence to period style. The important 
thing to remember when blending vari- 
ous styles is that there must be a transi- 
tional factor to tie together the various 
elements. Wallpaper is an ideal factor 
to achieve the desired effect which will 
help to create an attractive, harmonious 








Smartly-tailored television sectional sofa has fringed cuff and fluffy bordering to enhance 
its square lines. Unit can easily be divided to form two individual chairs. Lounge chair, 
complete with extended ottoman, makes television viewing a real pleasure. 


room. 
The collection of sectional furniture 

pictured on these pages is an important 

step forward in modern furniture design. 

These designs introduce new modern 

furniture to a public, which heretofore 

has been taking for granted the earlier 

lessons of functional furniture only. In- 

corporated within each piece is the fluid 

form of the abstractionist movement in 

modern art. 
Too, these pieces are completely in line 

with today’s growing tendency to avoid 

what is called “periodicity” in interior ¥ 

design. The pieces introduced are en- (= ggee sees ccs "Mk one ana 

tirely modern - conception, but there is Three seating components and an ottoman, all in foam rubber with satin finish legs, serve 

scarcely one which would not be at home qs the basis of this furniture series designed by George Nelson for Herman Miller. On 

in a traditional setting. either side may be attached a tiltable arm, a round and an oblong tray table. 
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Style 


Home 


= > Be &. | Scone 


oe el we & % 


A well-planned landscaped garden. is complete with colorful furniture and a useful 
barbecue pit. A bright red umbrella tops the picnic table. 
OR 
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style house has nine rooms in its one and one-half story structure and a three-car garage. Surrounding shrubbery lends 
harmony to the gleaming red brick. Growing roses is the hobby of Mrs. Bussey. 
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Living room features wall-to-wall chartreuse carpeting. Davenport Color scheme in the dining room is the same as the living 


is of vibrant red and has down-filled cushions. Fireplace is natural room. Drapes have a chartreuse background with floral varia- 


stone with a large mirror above it. tions in red and green. Buffet and table are of solid walnut. 


EALIZING a dream which all married couples wish could 
materialize, the Arthur Busseys of Cleveland, Ohio, built 

their own home in 1949. The colonial-style house has nine 
rooms and a three-car garage with modern breezeway. It is 
typical of a style of architecture very popular today among 
families who build their own homes. 

Mr. Bussey, a mason contractor and architect, owns his con- 
tracting business and has designed and built many other beau- 
tiful homes in Cleveland and surrounding towns. Their home 
is valued at $45,000 but was built for $35,000. zi C . { 

The large living room is furnished with 18th century Eng- 4 : : ey co 
lish mahogany furniture pieces. The television room incor- a gE 
porates the idea that many home-owners are using. Television, a a 
they have concluded, is best enjoyed when it is relegated to a  hoxteael : > 
special room. The room is decorated with soft peach walls and i 
has a blue rug and blue cornices with floral-printed drapes. 

The Bussey basement is important because it is functional as 
well as beautiful, and it is equipped with modern conveniences 
that make any task easy. The recreation section is decorated 
in contrasting colors of black and red. The decorating scheme Master bedroom has dole ae Ga, Game terdlians Gad 
is picked up in Chinese motif lamps. double closets. Drapes and bedspread are a harmonizing print. 
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Partly glassed-in Seeuani has flooring of red asphalt tile. Settee Kitchen is yellow and white with red trim, and features a 
and chairs are wicker and chaise longue is green. breakfast set in yellow formica with chrome. 
45 
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Veurotic? 





By Dr. Julian Lewis 
or of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


HERE WAS a time when a favorite 
of debate in college boys’ bull 
was the question of the influ- 
mind over matter. Arguments 

very warmly on whether or not 
activity could influence the phys- 
idition. Nowadays such discus- 
e out of mode because every en- 
d person knows that there is a 
ablished relationship between 

» phases of life. 
particularly well recognized in 
| of medicine that mental health 
irkedly influence the health of the 

There has always been cognizance 

fact that body illnesses were often 


















vanied by symptoms of mental or 
ogical impairment, but it was be- 
hat the latter was due to worry 
neern over ill health, We now 
that the reverse is true. Anxiety, 
tense hate, feelings of guilt and 
sychological states can of them- 
initiate and perpetuate disease 









conditions. There are many diseases, 
from high blood pressure to warts, that 
are definitely known to be due to or 
made worse by psychological factors, 
and the list of such diseases is constantly 
growing. Such illnesses are technically 
known as psychosomatic diseases. 
People have a peculiar way of regis- 
tering a mental complaint or of acting 
out a psychological attitude by means 
of a “body language.” For instance, if 
a patient develops a difficulty in swal- 
lowing and the most careful search will 
divulge that there is no physical reason 
for it, it is most probable that there is 
something in his life that he cannot 
“swallow.” Or if he continually feels 
nauseated in the absence of the usual 
causes of nausea, there is something in 
his life situation that he cannot “stom- 
ach.” Doctors often have a patient who 
complains of a feeling of oppression 
when this sensation is just the posses- 
sion of a deep secret that acts as a “load 











Emotional starvation caused by desire to be loved often causes loss of appetite and 
sometimes even severe undernourishment. 





on his chest.” Many people lose their 
appetites, even to the extent where they 
will absolutely refuse to eat, a condition 
known as anorexia nervosa where there 
is a severe degree of undernourishment. 
It is believed that this condition is the 
result of emotional starvation. It is an 
intense but unrelieved desire to be loved 
or to love. 

A common complaint is that of in- 
tense itching without any obvious cause, 
or of a sensation that something is 
crawling under the skin. This leads to 
severe mutilation of the skin by scratch- 
ing or by picking large holes in the face. 
Young girls even in the face of severe 
warning will squeeze and pick the al- 
most normal pimples on the face with 
the result of ugly sores and scars. There 
is every reason to believe that these un- 
fortunate people are dissatisfied with 
their environment and that they are by 
these means taking it out on themselves. 
Or they have a sense of guilt and they 
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attempt to remove their sin or “corrup- 
tion” by squeezing out something or 
tearing away their skins. 

These conditions are minor maladies 
that symbolically express some unre- 
solved emotional conflict. However, the 
illness might be very severe and danger- 
ous. Take for instance the young man 
who fell in love with a pretty girl from 
a well-to-do family. The couple agreed 
to get married but found that the young 
lady’s father had strenuous objections. 
He believed and so stated that the young 
man would never be able to support his 
daughter. Nevertheless, the pair eloped. 
It soon developed that the father was 
right. The bridegroom, for first one rea- 
son and then another, was unable to hold 
a job. He was not able to provide a 
decent living much less support his wife 
in the manner to which she was accus- 
tomed. The problem presented to him 
was either to admit utter failure or to 
have a good excuse for his inadequacy. 

What better excuse could there be 
than illness? Therefore, with surpris- 
ing rapidity he developed a severe gas- 
tric ulcer. So severe was it that it rup- 
tured and an emergency operation was 
necessary to save his life. The relenting 
father-in-law paid his medical expenses. 
While cured now of his ulcer, the young 
man’s basic problem still existed, name- 
ly, that of supporting his wife which he 
could solve no more adequately than 


before. 


For the second time he took recourse 


heir to the same outlet. Instead of an ulcer 
hey he developed a severe tic. A doctor rec- 
‘ion ognizing that a tic is purely a nervous 
ere complaint obtained the assistance of a 
ent. psychiatrist who delved out the real 
the cause of his trouble. He explained it to 
an the patient, obtained the confidence of 
ved the wife and the father-in-law, and re- 
ferred the young man for vocational 
n guidance. With the proper kind of work 
ise, and with the sympathy and assistance 
is of his relatives, he was able to make a 
to good adjustment and establish a happy 
ch- home by providing good care for his 
ce. wife. 
pre It is not to be believed that this pa- 
al- tient voluntarily and knowingly _at- 
ith tempted to solve his problem with ill- 
ore ness. He was as ignorant of the cause 
n- as his family. The resolving process 
ith went on in his subconscious and had to 
by be brought to the surface by techniques 
es. developed by psychiatrists. There are 
ey many people (Continued on Page 71) 





Compliments 
come in every jar 
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bleaching cream 


e Lightens skin fast 


e Lessens shine 


e Results guaranteed from just one jar 


See for yourself what millions have 
already proven about the wonderful 
bleaching and clearing action of 
NaDINOLA Cream. See how it gives 
your skin that creamier, brighter, 
clearer appearance that makes men 
look at you with new interest and 
women say, “how lucky she is to have 


such lovely skin!”’ 


Use NADINOLA to lighten your com- 
plexion, to loosen blackheads, to make 
your skin feel softer and smoother, 
look clearer and lovelier. There are 2 
kinds of NADINOLA—one specially for 
oily skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
give you the same remarkable bleach- 
ing and clearing action, both fully guar- 
anteed. Get NADINOLA 60¢ to $1.25. 


FOR OILY SKIN 


New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream contains no 
oil, no grease. Lightens 

skin and lessens shine at the 
same time. 75¢ and $1.25 


a... 


i ed 
Sapinot* 





FOR DRY SKIN 


The original, ever- 
famous Nadinola _ 
Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 60¢ and $1. 











Baking is one of 
America's high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic spare time home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial Baking.” 
NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3239, Chicago 14, il. 











Fascinating field. Desi own wardrobe at con- 

siderable saving. Gain experience designing 

ers. It may lead to thrilling career— 

of your own some day. 
e1 


ventures In Dress Design.’’ 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
$35 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3239, Chicago 14, tH. 








THRILLIN of CENUINE 








YELLOW GOLD FILLED 
(not plated). 
m: 


cara ter 

FREE TRIAL 

FER: Wear at our risk. 
Send NO money. my 

~~ postman on delivery plus 20% 


ze or string. 


and postage. - oe back in 10 
days if not de! ¥ REE. $1 Nu- 
Love Perfume included Free 
ORDER J 



















LEARN AT HOME 

Practical nurses are needed in every 
community . . . doctors rely on them 
- patients appreciate their cheerful, 
expert care. You can learn practical 
nursing at home in spare time. Course 
endorsed by physicians. 53rd yr. Earn 
while learning. High School not re 
quired. women, 18 to 60. Write now! 


' 
Dept. 7712, 41 East Pearson Street, Chicago {1, tlinois 
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 


Men, 









City. MESS ai Se Age 
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CHILD CARE 


When 
Children 
Lie 


Dr. Edward W. Beasley 
ictor In Pediatrics, Northwestern 
University 


Mi THER IS AWAY and Johnnie, 
laying hide-and-seek with some 
knocks over and breaks the table 
ide father’s favorite chair. When 
returns no one, particularly 
knows who did it, that is, until 
ar-old Tommy tattles on his older 
it is then plain to mother that 
lied. She spanks him. And she 
im from ever playing in the living 
igain. However, she is distressed. 
lid Johnnie lie to her? Is it a sign 
e weakness in her child’s charac- 
Will he develop into an habitual 


e was no need for mother to be 
alarmed by Johnnie’s lie. It was 
ome psychologists call the “lie of 
Children frequently tell 


” 
nience, 


Often the best way to defeat lying is to allow child’s own conscience to provide the 
punishment. Children are usually basically honest, cannot look you in eye after fib. 


untruths to avoid spanking, performing 
some chore they dislike, or, in some way 
to make things easier for themselves. 

Furthermore, children usually regard 
a lie as a defense against grown-ups and 
do not think of it as wrong. Often 
parents, by the way they punish a child, 
unconsciously foster the child’s idea that 
a lie is really all right if he can get away 
with it. For example, if a mother stresses 
carelessness in her scolding, ignoring the 
child’s fibbing, the child will continue 
to lie when cornered. But if it is ex- 
plained to him that his lying was even 
worse than his breaking a lamp, as in 
Johnnie’s case, his tendency to tell false- 
hoods will be reduced. 

Johnnie’s mother should have told 
him: “It was wrong for you to play hide- 


and-seek in the living room. I have 
warned you about that before. So I will 
have to punish you to help you remem- 
ber the next time that such games should 
not be played indoors. But it is worse 
to lie about breaking the lamp. Suppose 
I asked you if you were hurt or sick, how 
could | believe you—even if you were 
telling the truth—if I knew you were in 
the habit of fibbing. People who tell lies 
may get out of trouble sometimes, but 
not all the time.” 

It might be wise at this time to tell 
children the fable about the shepherd 
boy crying wolf or some other story with 
a similar moral. 

Of course, when a chiid continues ly- 
ing to avoid punishment, there is some 
basic feeling of insecurity. The cause 
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should be investigated by his parent. It 
might be that her punishments are too 
severe for childish indiscretions. She 
might be making more of what he has 
done than is necessary. In other words, 
some mothers shame a child so much 
that he would rather lie than admit the 
truth. Also parents who pride them- 
selves on being rigid disciplinarians suc- 
ceed quite well in making their children 
habitual liars. 

There is another kind of rather harm- 


less lie that children tell, particularly | 


very young children. It is the “fantasy 
lie.” For instance, a child may say, “We 
have a cherry tree in our backyard” or 
“I heard the doggie talking” or “Mrs. 
Jones down the street is a witch.” Chil- 
dren’s imaginations are very active as 
most school teachers will attest. Often a 
child finds it difficult to distinguish the 


difference between reality and fiction. | 


Fantasy lies are nothing to cause 
alarm—they are a natural part of a child 
growing up. 

While the mother need not be too con- 
cerned with the lie of convenience or 
fantasy- lie there are some lies that are 
symptoms of something seriously wrong 
with a child’s inner life. There is, for 
instance, the “boasting lie.” 

If Johnnie rushes home to say that his 
teacher called him the most intelligent 
pupil in school and his mother later finds 
out that what the teacher actually said 
was that Johnnie was quite apt in his 
studies there is little need to worry about 
Johnnie’s exaggeration. 

But if a child persists in telling stories 


that present him in a more favorable | 
light chances are he is not popular in | 


school or is not getting along too well 
in his studies. 
tion.” The cause of such lying is usually 
a lack of love and affection ait home, the 
desire for security. 

The worst kind of lying a child can do 
is that which slanders others. For ex- 
ample, one child might say, “Mother, 
Johnnie swiped the cake you were sav- 
ing for your company” or “Mary stole 
some money out of your purse to buy 


It is a “lie of compensa- | 


candy.” Usually the child who tells this | 
kind of lie may feel that his mother does | 


not love him as much as she does the 
child he falsely accused. He may want 
revenge for some injury, or he may have 
repressed feelings of hostility which de- 
veloped from some other situation. But 
the child releases his ill feelings against 
his brother or sister. 
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cround that barred me from nice homes 
and ordinary girlhood fun, the tragic acci- 
dent, the loss of my first newspaper job. If 
[concealed the truth about my background, 
I'd be sure to keep Neil’s friendship and 
my job. Why risk all the gains I had 
worked so hard to achieve? No, I would 
not throw my future away. I'd have to 
think about some kind of acceptable story. 
With a guarded smile, I met Neil’s ques- 
tioning look. “Let’s not talk about me 
now. I’d much rather go swimming.” I 
smiled at him. “I’ve had a very unexciting 
life—so far.” 

“Okay, Angela. I'll take a raincheck,” 
Neil said as we drove up to the Vance lake 
house. It was one of the loveliest summer 
villas I’d ever seen, with sunny windows 
capped by bright blue awnings and a blue 
and white tiled terrace. 

Inside the cabana adjoining the house, 
Neil handed me an expensively-tailored 
bathing suit. “My sister Helen’s. Should 
fit you nicely.” 

It was the first time Neil had mentioned 
his family. “Mother and Helen are rather 
reserved, Angela,” he continued quietly. 
‘But I know they’re going to like you. 
They’re visiting in New York now.” 

In a few moments, Neil and I were rac- 
ing down the sunny beach and into the 
dazzling, lace-ruffled lake. As I gasped 
and shivered at the icy impact, Neil held 
me against him for one sweet moment, then 
he laughed softly. “Little sissy! Race 
you to the raft!” 

I was a poor swimmer, with very little 
speed or style and before I had managed 
to crawl a few inches, Neil swiftly stroked 
to the raft. On the way back he met me 
pufing along. “Come on you puny land 
lubber,” he jeered. His lips brushed my 
forehead. “Ill cart you back to shore.” 

Then, as we came dripping out of the 
lake, I stubbed my toe against a jagged 
sea shell. I stumbled against Neil as a 
dark stain of blood formed on the sand. 
Swiftly, Neil gathered me into his arms. 
“Does it hurt much, darling?” 

“Just a little,” I murmured, joyful at his 
tender endearment. 

In the cabana, Neil put me on the settee 
and fetched the iodine from a small cabi- 
net. “Now you be a brave girl,” he told 
me. 

“I hate iodine,” I grimaced. “It burns. 

Neil fixed my arms about his neck. Then 
he raised my face gently against his cheek. 
“Now,” he smiled, “when I apply the 
iodine, just press your lips against me. 
And it won’t hurt a bit.” 

The glass tube touched my toe. 


” 


A sharp 








little groan escaped me and was lost 
against Neil’s hard-fleshed face. All at 


once, his mouth caught my half-opened lips 
and pressed down deeply, ardently. Light- 
ning sparks of ecstasy flared through me as 
I returned his kiss. Gently, Neil put me 
from him and his eyes probed my face 
searchingly. “That was sweet, Angela,” 
he said simply. 

I smiled dreamily because of the happi- 
ness that welled in me. I hoped fervently 
that he would kiss me again but he got up 
from the settee. “It’s getting late, Angela. 
How about quick showers and dinner in 
town?” 


HE NEXT MORNING Pete greeted 
me with, “I know all about it, Angela. 
You went driving, dancing and dining with 


Honorable Neil Vance, our portly elder 
statesman.” 
“Yes—why—how—” I gasped. 


“Simple, Angela. This is Lynton. Every- 
body sees, hears and knows everything.” 

“Not angry, Pete?” I pleaded. “TI left 
the guest list here.” 

“Tt’s not that, Angela.” 
punctured my blissful mood. 
the marrying kind. That’s for sure. 
want you to get hurt.” 

I felt myself tensing and a tingling blush 
sprang into my face. 

“As far as I know,” Pete continued, 
“Neil’s gone steady with at least two girls. 
In each case he shied away from marriage. 
trouble really lies with his 
No girl is good enough 


His next words 
“Neil’s not 
I don’t 


I guess the 
mother and sister. 


for him.” His eyes probed me steadily, 


then his mouth twisted into a wry grin. 
“In case you haven’t noticed, Angela, I like 
you quite a lot myself. I haven’t asked 


you for dates because I wanted you to feel 
you were making good on your own. Now, 
how about a date for Saturday?” 

I met Pete’s urgent glance with mingled 
feelings of surprise and regret. I had be- 
gun to think of him as a good friend but 
I had no romantic feelings toward him. 
“Sorry, Pete,” I said soberly. “I have a 
date with Neil for Saturday. But thanks 
anyway, Pete. You’re a swell friend as 
well as a wonderful boss.” Then, on an 
impulse, hating the hypocrisy of it, I added, 
“As for measuring up to Neil’s family, 
well, I have pretty high standards myself. 
My family was prominent in our home- 
town.” 

I worried all night about my lie to Pete. 
But what can I do? I asked myself over 
and over. I had to measure up to Neil’s 
family. But perhaps my true background 
wouldn’t matter to him. 

Troubled as I was over my decision to 
lie about my background, my Saturday 
fishing date with Neil proved that I had 
done the right thing. The afternoon was 
heavenly, with pearly skies and clouds that 
glowed like delicately-tinted sea shells. 
Neil’s small boat drifted lazily over smooth 
green meadows of lake, while he patiently 
taught me to hold a rod, fix the wriggling 
bait and expertly reel in. I'd dressed 
roughly for the occasion, denim slacks, cot- 
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ton plaid jumper, and a white cap pulled 
htly over my hair. 
Neil’s eyes crinkled with a tender amuse- 
ment. “You look like a high school boy 
his first fishing trip, Angela.” He 
led off my cap and, while the wind ran 
oled fingers through my hair, he whis- 
pered, “That’s my girl. I like your hair 
ving in the wind.” His lips were near 
- and I expected him to kiss me, but he 
irned away and began his crisp explana- 


In late afternoon, after we had caught 
ral small trout. we sprawled on the 
leck and basked in the still hot glare of 
Then wordlessly he drew me into 
his arms. His lips brushed lightly over 
face and hair. Neil’s gently-rocking 
had lulled me into a dream state 
vhen, suddenly, his voice roused me. 
Mother and Helen will be home for 
Christmas. I know you'll like them, An- 
la. Helen’s rather formal—a graduate 
Miss McAllister’s in New York.” He 
rimaced, then added sardonically: “You 
their kind.” 

[ felt a tightness gather in my throat. It 

all very well for him to poke fun at 
Helen but she had exactly the kind of 
ickground and education he’d instinc- 
tively look for in a wife. Especially now 
that he planned to make politics his career 
und there was talk of his running for coun- 
cilman in the fall election. In the drowsy 
lence that wavered between us, I knew 
that I would have to talk about myself, to 
something to convince Neil that I could 

old my own with Helen or any other girl 

Lynton society. 

My heart beat rapidly with the pain of 

ng but I tossed my head and announced 

olly, “Miss McAllister’s a good school 
I’m a victim of Clara Denney’s myself. 
Mother’s Alma Mater.” 

Neil’s hand tightened on my shoulder. 
That’s the first piece of history you’ve 
lunteered, mystery lady.” 

His voice teased me, yet as our glances 
et, | noticed an unmistakable quickening 

nterest in his eyes. With a stab of an- 

sh I knew that background did count 
ith Neil, that, somehow, going to Miss 
lenney’s had caused an almost imper- 
tible difference in his attitude toward 
But he can’t help it, I told myself. 

t's a result of his being brought up to be- 
lieve that family and position are impor- 

‘Angela, how did you happen to come 

Lynton?” 

[ was unprepared for Neil’s question 
et my first lie had set the pattern for my 
I was surprised at the natural 
ne of my voice. “Dad was an architect. 
eil. He and mother were killed in an 
itomobile accident. Afterwards I learned 
Dad had lost most of his money in 
bad investments. I was left with a Denney 
ducation, an interest in journalism and 


the un. 
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living to make.” 
‘Darling, you’re a very brave girl.” 
With a tender smile, he lifted my hand 
and rubbed it across his lips. “Very brave, 


92 


dear,” he said thoughtfully. “Now I un- 
derstand why you didn’t want to talk about 
yourself.” Then as the shadows darkened, 
he set the boat toward shore. 

That night Neil’s kisses were passionate, 
his words of love spoken through tender 
embraces. Later. as I prepared for bed, 
I assured myself resolutely that having 
Neil’s complete love and respect was worth 
the desperate lies I had told him. After 
all. it was the future that counted with us, 
not the past. 

During the next two months, Neil and I 
were constant companions. “The happiest 
twosome in town,” was the way the Sen- 
tinel society column referred to us. With 
Neil as my escort, I was accepted by all of 
Neil’s wide circle of friends. And, once 
again, the eternal dream of my girlhood 
took on a new meaning. The trim blue suit 
became a_ delicately-ruffled, pastel-flow- 
ered evening gown, my reporter’s notebook 
a silver purse, and the sounds that greeted 
me were of laughter and music. 

That summer marked a great stride in 
Neil’s political career. By unanimous ap- 
proval of his party, he was nominated to 
run for councilman against John Richards, 
another leading Negro lawyer. who had 
held the office for several years. And the 
Sentinel referring to Neil in a leading ar- 
ticle, called his nomination “a well-de- 
served honor for a man who had proved to 
be honest and fearless in his duties as a 
public servant.” 


NLY Pete Lindsay had any doubt as 

to Neil’s true intentions toward me. 
He perched on my desk one morning and 
inquired casually, “Engaged as yet. An- 
gela?” 

I waved my pencil at him with an easy 
smile. “Not yet. Pete. There’s no hurry.” 

“You just don’t know the Vances, 
honey.” Tom eyed me shrewdly. “Remem- 
ber, love’s one thing, marriage another. 
Maybe he’s waiting for approval.” 

“The only important thing now is the 
campaign.” I told him. Besides, I went on 
coolly, “I’ve nothing to worry about. My 
family’s good as the Vances.” 

But, after Pete went back to his office, 
all my assurance fled. Oh, darling, dar- 


ling, I thought with a quick despair. Why 
don’t you ask me to marry you? Are you 


really waiting for your family’s approval? 
W ould it make any difference to you if they 
accepted me or not? Is Pete right? Must 
you have their consent? 

The following Saturday, Neil telephoned 
me at the office. “I’ve a scoop for you, 


darling.” His voice prickled with excite- 
ment. “It’s a great story. Meet me right 


away at the Grove Country Club.” 

Without bothering to apply fresh lip- 
stick, I hopped into the car and, in less 
than twenty minutes, drove into the Grove 
Club driveway. 

Neil was waiting for me on the terrace. 
While he ordered cocktails, I took out my 
notebook and poised my pencil. 

I studied his eager face. “It must be 
very important, Neil.” 





He smiled, “Most important, darling.” 

We were silent as the waiter served our 
drinks. 

“Ready, Angela?” 

I nodded, sipping my drink slowly. 

He spoke huskily. “Mr. Neil Vance and 
Miss Angela Reed .. .” 

I stared at him in amazement. He smiled 
gently. “Have announced their impend. 
ing marriage—dearest.” 

My pencil fell to the table. Joyful tears, 
like a rainbow mist, blurred my eyes. Neil 
took my hand. “That’s it, honey. What 
do you think of my story?” 

“Neil,” I whispered, not daring to he. 
lieve in the happiness that soared through 
“T’}lI—I'll try and be a good wife. | 


> 


me. 
promise, darling.’ 

“You'll be the best wife in the world, 
sweetheart. You're everything I want— 
brave, sweet, honest . . .” He leaned for. 
ward and kissed the tip of my nose. “And 
a looker, too.” 

Brave . .. sweet ... honest . . . Oh, 
Neil, if you only knew the truth! If you 
only knew, darling! You would hate me! 
Could you ever understand that I lied be. 
cause | love you so much. I just can’t bear 
to lose you, Neil. But I will make it up to 
you, dearest. By loving you with all my 
heart and being a good wife to you. 

Back at the office, Tom congratulated me 
warmly, although a note of sadness _per- 
meated his voice. “I’m happy for you, 
Angela. Neil didn’t wait for family ap- 
proval. It must be love.” 

In the days that followed, I lived in a 
radiant whirl of enchantment. My happi- 
ness seemed complete. Neil had not waited 
for his family to pass judgment on me. He 
had asked me to marry him without their 
approval. I could meet Neil’s mother and 
sister with heart held high and the sweet 
knowledge that I was secure in Neil’s love. 
I was so sure I had hurdled the highest 
barrier to our happiness—until that night 
at a dinner given by Neil’s party to mark 
the opening of the election campaign. As 
candidate for councilman, Neil would be 
one of the main speakers. 

I had come early and had just about 
seated myself at the small table reserved 
for press and radio, when Harvey Saun- 
ders, Neil’s law partner and campaign 
manager, walked over to me. His manner 
was almost grim as he said, “Angela, | 
must talk to you right away. Before Neil 
gets here. I'll wait in my car. Take your 
coat and join me in a few minutes.” 

Before I could speak, he got up and 
slowly, casually, sauntered across the room. 
As I watched him an uneasy feeling 
gripped me. I could tell Harvey was dis 
turbed and wondered whether it had any: 
thing to do with the party conference Neil 
attended that afternoon. 

About five minutes later, I left the Ly 
ton Arms. It had started to drizzle ané 
the ground was soggy with autumn leaves 
Yellow lamplight poured softly through the 
rain-gray mist. Harvey’s face was draw! 
into tense lines as he opened the door. His 
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started the car. I was about to ask him 
where we were going when he turned to- 
ward me. He studied my face carefully. 


“Harvey’—I felt my voice rise thinly 
through the _ silence. “Ts—anything 
wrong?” 

He smiled briefly. “How much do you 
really want to be Mrs. Councilman, An- 
gela?” 

The question startled me. Then I met 
his curious eyes with a grave smile. “I 
want to be Mrs. Neil Vance very much, 


I’m also proud that Neil is run- 
I know he’d be won- 


Harvey. 
ning for councilman. 
derful in the job.” 

“That’s just it, Angela.” Harvey spoke 
emphatically. “Neil will make a fine town 
councilman and the party can practically 
guarantee his election if Neil will be sen- 
sible. Sensible, Angela.” 

I felt a sharp tug of apprehension. 
“What happened. Harvey?” I asked quiet- 
ly. “You can talk to me frankly.” 

Harvey nodded. “All right. I will. As 
Neil’s campaign manager. I learned some 
vital information yesterday. Facts that 
could make him councilman. For sure.” 
He studied me with a searching look. “I 
learned through a reliable source that El- 
len Richards is a dypso—a lush.” 

I stared at Harvey incredulously as I 
remembered the slim, unassuming woman 
whom I had met a few times at civic func- 
John Richards’ wife—impossible, 
Not Ellen Richards, 
visits her folks 

on in a wry 





tions. 
told myself. 

“You know how often she 
out of town,” Harvey went 


voice. “The Sentinel’s always running an 
itm. Well—periodically she goes off the 


deep end and John hustles her to a sani- 
tarium in Chicago. But things got messed 
up this time. She’s in a nursing 
outside of Lynton. We’re going there now.” 
Sudden warm sympathy for Ellen Rich- 
ards welled up in me. I thought of my 
father’s disastrous drinking—like a terrible 
destructive illness. It was hard to believe 
that a woman like Ellen Richards would 
bea drunkard. And I wondered what deep 
conflicts or private sorrows had led her to 
take such a bitter way of escape. Finally, 
I said, “You’re not going to use this against 
John Richards?’ 
Harvey frowned. 
make the public 
through other 
touch it.” 
Swift pride in Neil’s integrity surged in 
me. “I’m glad, Harvey.” I said. “Glad 
he wants to fight this campaign cleanly.” 
Harvey turned from the wheel impatient- 
ly. “Don’t you too be a fool, Angela,” he 
snapped. “A few years ago John’s party 
used certain personal information against 
one of our candidates to win an election. 
John would do the same to Neil if he got 
anything on him. He’d cut his throat. 
That’s politics. Lynton is a small city. 
That kind of scandal can turn the political 
tide.” 
We had turned off the main highway and 
were driving along a narrow, deserted 
street. A few feet away from a small 


home 


“The party wants to 
not officially- 


But Neil 


story 


sources. won't 


dimly-lit building Harvey stopped the car. 
Several other cars lined the curb. 

“T know that John’s been in there all 
afternoon. But there’s a city board meeting 


at nine. He’ll be out any minute. I want 
you to see for yourself.” 
We didn’t have long to wait. A few 


minutes later, two men walked quickly 
from the building. In the dim light I could 
see the haggard face of John Richards. 
Through the open window his anguished 


words reached us: “What can I do, Phil? 


Ellen’s getting worse . I tell you it’s 
going to ruin me.. .” 


As Harvey started the car down the si- 
lent, shadowed street, John Richards’ gaunt 
face, his tired voice, haunted me. Finally, 
Harvey broke the silence. “There’s your 
story, Angela. For the Sentinel. You must 
convince Neil to let us use it.” 

Harvey talked on urgently, persuasively 
and, as I listened to him, for the first time 
realization struck at me. I too had a past 
—my family’s past. Although I had suc- 
cessfully hidden it up till now, would it 
become known some day? When I 
married to Neil, would a political rival 
discover the true facts? Would it 
Neil’s career? 

I listened in an agony of panic and fear 
as Harvey continued: “Neil has a great 
political future we're playing for big 
stakes John Richards the 
same ... politics is a grim business . . .” 

It seemed an eternity before we reached 
the Lynton Arms. “Think it over, Angela.” 
Harvey told me. “Think carefully and 
realistically.” He opened the door for 
“You go in alone. I'll come later.” 


was 


ruin 


would do 


me, 


WALKED UP to the big stone steps 


slowly, anguished thoughts spinning 
through my mind. If I married Neil, I'd 
surely put him in_ political jeopardy. 


Some day my father’s prison term might 
be used to ruin Neil’s career. And for 
him the shock would be double. He would 
learn that I had lied to him, deceived him 
from the very beginning to win his love. 
He would turn from in bitter anger 
and As he would turn from 
now if I dared to tell him the truth. 

Slowly, I walked into the hall. through 
the lobby to the dining room. Neil was 
speaking and I stood there and listened to 
The intense mental pain I was suf- 


me 


scorn. me 


him. 
fering blurred his words. I tried to steady 
myself, to concentrate. Then I heard him 
say: “I'll make the best fight I can. 
I have nothing to fear . 
book .«.« fight 
administration of public record 
With tears blinding my eyes, 
and walked out of the hall. I could never 
risk bringing disgrace upon Neil. And 
was too late to tell him the truth. He 


Nor would 


he want a wife with my sordid background. 


my past is an 


open my for better city 


I turned 


would never forgive my lies. 


A sense of irony twisted my heart. I had 
thought my only danger lay with Neil’s 


mother and sister. Now there was only one 


thing to do. Clear out my desk at the 
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fice. leave a note for Pete, and take the blue convertible swung around the corner. your face. I was so sure you wanted those 
As I hurried into the car. Neil ‘probed me _ things.” 






ght train to Chicago. 





























































When I reached the office Pete was still with anxious eyes. “Let’s stop at Dirk’s Neil nodded reflectively. “I remember, | 
tl] finishing up the morning edition. place for some coffee.” Neil said. “Do us dear. I did feel a certain relief—for my 
His keen eyes took in my tear-stained face both good.” family’s sake. They’re keen on my marry. 
disheveled appearance. In a-back booth of the small. wood-pan- ing a girl with money and social position.” 
What happened, Angela? Why aren’t  eled restaurant, Neil questioned me anx- He stroked my face with a gentle hand, 
at the dinner?” iously. “What’s this all about, Angela?” “If I had looked for those things in a wife, 
[| bent over the desk. “I’m—I’m leaving His hand touched mine. “I’ve been expect- I'd have married before this. I waited for ; 
vn, Pete. I can’t explain. But it’s ur- ing you all evening. What happened?” you, Angela. As far as my political career 
n I started to speak quietly. hesitantly. is concerned, I’m not worried. You'll } 
With a rough gesture, he raised my face. sparing no detail. As I talked I watched a always come first with me. Besides, there's 
You just can’t walk out on the job with- look of sharp pain cross Neil’s face, his nothing in your family’s past that can pos. ; 
an explanation, Angela.” He stared _ lips curve into a tight line. A bleak, lone-  sibly hurt me. The best recommendation I 
ne soberly. “Have you quarreled with — ly feeling came over me. “You were every- for public office is the record of a candi. t 
1? thing I wanted in a man, a husband. Neil,” date. Always remember that.” t 
Pete’s insistent questions, my own deep I said soberly. “I was determined to keep “Then—then you forgive me, Neil?” | 
« of remorse and hopelessness broke your love at all costs. But tonight when whispered. foc 
) my reserve. I sank into a chair and I heard Harvey talk about using the facts “There’s no question of forgiveness, | 4 
halting words I told him why I was he learned about John Richards’ wife, I dearest. I understand why you thought | 
ving. realized I couldn’t go through with it.” you had to lie to me. But you must never 
When I was through speaking Pete told The taut lines about Neil’s mouth soft- doubt my love again.” 


As I looked into Neil’s strong. under. 
standing face, I trembled to think that | 
had almost lost him through my coward. 


quietly: “You’re not the only one who ened. He shook his head sadly. “You 
knows your family history, Angela. I might have had more faith in me, Angela. 
didn’t ask you much about yourself when I gave you every reason to believe I loved 
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[ hired you. But I had a complete report you dearly. Yet you judged me by cyn- ice. How grateful I was for a second] hi 
you. I investigated you thoroughly _ ical social standards.” chance at happiness. Bo 
day I received your application.” He I winced at the stark disappointment in Neil leaned across the table and pressed| al 
led briefly. “It might interest you to his voice. “I was wrong to do that. Neil. his lips tenderly on mine. He took my/ 

ow that I got A-l references from every- But the first time I talked to you about hand. “It’s time to get back to the meet-| ou 
one who knows you. Most people don’t Clara Denney’s, I seemed to notice a look _ ing, darling.” th 
place as much emphasis on family as you —a look of relief, almost like approval in THE END on 
lo, Angela.” He turned towards his office. e Gl 

Be be back in a moment.” ee Dearly Beloved he said it was not true. He flirts a lot. | " 

stunned me—Pete’s revelation. He é : know. and people think I should too. But wa 
known about me from the beginning (Continued from Page 16) I have no desire to flirt. I am the sort of f © 
rd hd made ay ieee 8, cupe of days ago ile cameo torn. ftom wh bres i aes and if 1b 

; ls iis erage She heard he was in business and getting ©42t play the game straight, I'd rather not 

lowed the actions of a few snobs in Nor- along well. and now after staying with play at all.” I love him, but should I con- firs 

| it peoagen ~bgateeae-e Bs another man for a year. she wants her eet, 4 going —_ meet Should 5 tell him a 
pa e d into the band back. What should I do? I’ve lost what the other girls are saying? Should g 

He banded me = steak of papers. two pounds in three days and I’m worried [ listen to gossip? Should I consider my- [bat 

wly, I looked through them reading let- sick. Since this happened, I can’t eat or self being played for a fool? Truly, I need an 
7 of recommendation from Lloyd Baxter sleep. I don’t see any other men I would advice. Confused sale 
other prominent people of Norrisville. like to go around with. My boy friend Dear Confused: Don 

Only once I found a reference to my back- ids, dn sill lene ten whee che toads You really are in a pickle, aren’t you? the 
ind—in the report of a social worker. jut he is no longer interested in her. What | Not knowing the young man myself I can't Nex 

Thoroughly ashamed, I handed Pete the 411 | do? ” Frances Say Whether he is as sound as a Canadian | I 
pers. He smiled encouragingly. “You _ ; ~~ dollar or as undependable as a Chinese — Whe 
have your job with me, Angela. You Dear Frances: train schedule. It isn’t always smart to) S&S 
ren’t responsible for your family. And Wait and pray is about all you can do. believe gossip—but it is smart to keep your, call 
no one can hold anything against you— And bear in mind. while you wait. that eyes open and your ears too. Boys will be) usa 

r Neil.” Gently, he brushed his hand your boy friend can easily get a divorce if boys. you know, and girls will talk ce able 
ugh my hair. “As for Neil understand- he wants to. providing he can prove that them. Try to find out the truth for yourself | the 

why don’t you give it a try, Angela?” she really has been “living.” as you say. without telling him what the other people} 2 
Then he went back to his office. with another man. The waiting will be a say (he will only deny it), and without} ™an 
[ stared through the rain-darkened win- lot easier for you if you date some other Jetting yourself feel that all is Jost if this} ™@" 
strengthening the decision I had _ interesting men in the meantime. You boy proves to be a Prince Charming with her 

hed. I would not leave Lynton with- might find one without so many strings at- clay feet. There are plenty more boys and calli 
telling Neil the truth. I did not ex- tached to his life, who would be equally you have time and the right to be choosy. spok 

t his forgiveness. But for all his love | worthwhile as a husband. stylis 
Dear Mrs. Jackson: blous 


| goodness to me, I owed him the truth. 
Slowly, I picked up the phone and called 


| at the Lynton Arms. A few minutes 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: Lately. my husband has taken up a new § Cock 
I go with a boy who everyone says is a sport—golf. Once he was attentive to me § Perfe 









r I heard his voice tense with worry. playboy. He asked me to marry him, and had plenty of time for me and the— my s 
Where are you, Angela? Are you all though, and tells me I am the only person children. Now, when he is home, it is only And, 
cht?” he cares for. I have seen him with at least for his meals. or long enough to change— Comp 
[ steadied my voice. “I must see you one other girl who is quite different from _ into his golf clothes. How can I make himf out b 

ht away, Neil. I’m at the office.” myself. She smokes, drinks and is very stay with me more? B.K. Fre 

All right darling,” he answered quickly. wild. My friends tell me that Iam not the — Dear B.K.: mono 
Pll be right over.” only one he proposed to. They say he About the only way to stop being a golf chatte 
[ waited for Neil in front of the Sentinel asked just about every girl in town to widow is to take up the sport yourself st 

chanc 





building. In less than ten minutes, his marry him. I talked to him about it and Take the children along as caddies. 
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(Continued from Page 32) 


Atlanta welcomed me when we went home 
to live with them till we could make our 
own arrangements. “You're a sweet girl, 
Emma,” his mother told me. “The kind 
that an ambitious boy like Donald needs 
to go ahead.” 

She couldn’t have paid me a greater 
compliment because I meant to be the kind 
of a wife that Donald’s career would de- 
mand. But Dad was glum 
when I took my husband to my little town 
for a short visit. 

“You married a smart man,” Dad con- 
ceded grudgingly. “But he’s a worldly 
one, too, and you'll have to keep an eye on 
him. Particularly around women. Most 
of °em he’ll pass by. But one may come 
along to give you a lot of trouble.” 

“Not unless she wants her eyes scratched 
out,” I laughed gaily. Then I dismissed 
the subject thinking that Dad was chewing 
on sour because I hadn't 
Glenn, now beginning his ministerial work 
in another part of the state. Besides, 
was nonsense to think of any woman ever 
coming between a husband and wife whose 


and critical 


grapes chosen 


love was so perfect. 

Six months after our marriage, Donald’s 
first big opportunity came along. A beauty 
products company in New York was mak- 
ing a bid for My hus- 
band’s fine personality and brilliant school 
record got him the job of planning the 
sales campaign. We left Atlanta, where 
Donald had been marking time his fa- 
ther’s business, to move to the pleasant 
New York suburb of St. Albans. 

It was then that I met Wanda Osborne, 
who lived in the house next door. Our first 
session was the neighborly, get-acquainted 
call that she and her husband, Fred. paid 
us after we'd gotten settled. Yet unreason- 
able as it seemed, I resented Wanda from 
the minute she stepped through my door. 

Resented her fiercely and bitterly for so 
many things that I could name and so 
many that my mind couldn’t identify. For 
her quick familiarity that made her start 
calling us “Don” and “Emma” before we'd 
spoken a dozen words with her. For her 
stylishly informal and too-revealing sports 
blouse. For the jaunty angle at which she 
cocked her cigarette holder and for her 
perfectly rounded New York English when 
my speech had so many traces of Dixie. 
And, above all, for her rich creamy-gold 
complexion which made my darkness stand 
out by such painful contrast. 

From the time that she entered, she 
monopolized the evening. She and Donald 
chatted so cozily and intimately about so 
many things that Fred and I had barely a 
chance to put in a word edgewise. My 


Negro customers. 





heart felt a thousand jealous pangs when 
I went into the kitchen to fix coffee. I felt 
wrathfully that an intruding woman was 
treating me as a 
“Whew!” I exclaimed after they'd left. 
“Wanda loses no time about easing herself 
into neighbors’ Back home. we take 
a little time to get acquainted before we 
start being so chummy.” 
New York, 
come from,” 
everything quick here 


stranger in my own home. 


lives. 


not the slowpoke 
Donald laughed. 


includ- 


“This is 
country we 
“People do 
ing getting chummy.” 

TRIED not to worry about the way that 

Wanda had annexed Donald during that 
unwelcome visit. Hadn’t I held him, while 
single, against all the competition of the 


college glamour girls? Reason told me 
that I could hold him against any flirta- 


tious woman now that we were married. 
But reason was a frail prop when I re- 
Wanda’s eyes had 


looked at Donald. 


membered how smol- 


dered when she Those 


intriguing brown eyes and the sensuous 
purr of her voice when she’d swapped 


banter with him. Recalling it all made me 
break into a cold sweat that didn’t vanish 
till Donald reached out in his sleep and 
drew me to him, 

After breakfast next 
half-a-dozen dishes that I 
wash as my mind groped with the problem 
that was Wanda Osborne. Finally | 
but one way to resolve it. I would main- 
tain only a casual next-door acquaintance 
with her. I’d be outwardly friendly. but 
find excuses not to enter her house. If she 
had the shrewdness I gave her credit for. 
she’d get the drift and not come to mine. 

I had it all worked out to perfection till 
that evening when our phone rang. “Hello, 
Don?” I recognized Wanda’s voice over 
the wires. “Fred and I thought that you 
and Emma might like to take in a canasta 
party with us tonight.” 

Before I had a chance to say 
Donald had accepted for both of us. 
was the beginning of 
with the crowd which centered around the 
Osbornes. Theirs was a small and highly 
sophisticated set of about a dozen young 
married couples who earned well and spent 
They gossiped about celebrities and 


I broke 


trying to 


morning, 
was 


saw 


a word, 
That 
our acquaintance 


freely. 
each other over manhattans and martinis 
while flirting outrageously with each oth- 
er’s mates. 

They rubbed me terribly. I felt like a 
sparrow among peacocks when I saw how 
the women dressed and decked themselves. 
Their talk, spiced with so much sex, sound- 
ed pretty raw to the farm girl that I was. 
I'd have shunned the bunch and 
looked for people of my own background 
had it not been for two things that weighed 


whole 


heavily on me. 

One was my loyalty to Donald who soon 
became the most popular man of the circle. 
I couldn’t make him unhappy by being 
stubborn and old-fashioned. The other 
was my fear of his getting involved with 
Wanda if I didn’t go along with the crowd. 

The two of them seemed to gravitate 
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naturally together at every affair. If we 
went to a card tourney. Donald and Wanda 
were always matched as partners. If it was 
a dinner, something invariably caused the 
hostess to seat them side by side together. 
If it was a ball, those two always seemed 
to have more dances together than either 
did with anybody else. 

There was that embarrassing moment at 
the Elks’ ball when Donald forgot that he 
had a dance due with me and walked over 
to grab Wanda with whom he’d just fin- 
ished a number. Then the time of the 
Masonic oyster supper when he kept prais- 
ing Wanda for her fine new outfit. but 
barely noticed my ensemble which Id 
bought in his favorite colors. Most morti- 
fying of all. however, were the beach par- 
ties when she would walk along the shore. 
her fingers twined tightly in his. It was 
small comfort to me that somebody was 
also squiring me by the hand. I resented 
Wanda’s touching my husband as I felt 
madly jealous of what I considered to be 
her ogling of him. 

For three years, it went on like that. I 
fully believed that Wanda’s interest in 
Donald was an outward sign of much that 
was going on behind my back. Hadn’t Dad. 
with his earthy wisdom. always said that 
where there was smoke there was fire. But 
I dared not question Donald or accuse 
him. For my forcing him to defend her 
might drive him unalterably into her arms. 

More and more. I became a morbid, 
brooding woman eaten up by all my jeal- 
ous fears of Wanda. I avoided the usual 
back fence chat with her whenever I went 
out to tend the flowers in the garden. If I 
met her on the street. I managed to hurry 
on without too much talk. All this, I 
thought. she would recognize as warning 
signs that I understood what I suspected 
was taking place between her and Donald. 

But the telephone bell continued to jin- 
gle and the Osbornes still continued to 
pop in for unannounced calls. I was sure 
that the visits were only an excuse to see 
Donald. Fear again bridled my tongue. 
But for the first time in our marriage, I 
became moody and grouchy toward my 
husband. 

There were days on end when I barely 
spoke to him as he came home tired from 
the office. I sulked in stony silence when 
he made cheerful tries at 
Finally one evening, he looked at me grave- 
ly and said: 

“Emma. I’m awfully worried about you. 
Is something bothering you? Are you 
homesick for your family? We're doing 
well. Take the money and go if you want 
to visit them.” 

I shook my head. That moment, I wanted 
to pour out all the anger I felt toward 
Wanda. I wanted to denounce her for the 
unprincipled mischief maker I believed 
her to be—to damn her with wrath and 
slaughter her with scorn. 

But the words died unspoken. 
ful I considered Donald to be. 
pride combined with fear to impose silence. 

Whatever might happen, whatever my 


conversation. 


Unfaith- 
But now 


feelings, I would not dignify the woman | 
hated by acknowledging her as a rival. 

“It—it’s nothing.” I mumbled. Then | 
fled into my room for a cigarette and a cry, 

A few more sullen weeks passed. Weeks 
when [| built higher walls of silence that 
Donald tried to breach by his anxious in. 
quiries. Then suddenly Fred Osborne died, 

Donald was one of his pallbearers. But 
I felt that all the tears which Wanda shed 
at the funeral were so many crocodile 
cocktail ones. “Now that Fred is gone,” | 
thought bitterly. “she'll have more time to 
play around with Donald. Widowhood was 
made to order for her.” 

At breakfast. a few days later, Donald 
announced that he was getting Wanda a 
secretary's position with his firm. “She 
needs it.” he explained. “The job will give 
her a living and also take her mind off of 
Fred’s death.” 

My hand trembled and my _ voice 
wouldn't be calm. “She'll get along!” | 
snapped. “Fred left her plenty of insur. 
ance.” 

“Fred also left her plenty of debts,” 
Donald replied. He stared at me curiously 
for a minute. “It strikes me that you're 
being pretty hard-boiled about one of our 
best friends.” 

I sat there answering nothing, my lips 
tight with anger. A worried frown was on 
Donald’s face. “Put it this way, Emma,” 
he said. “Wanda will be the first Negro 
secretary ever hired by the company, as | 
was the first they ever took on for a sales 
job. When one of us gets in somewhere, 
he has to help others make the landing.” 

There’d have been no argument if it had 
been any other girl besides Wanda for 
whom he was finding employment with a 
big organization. But now everything 
smacked of hypocrisy. 

“Fine and good.” I answered scornfully. 
“A poor hard-up girl gets a job because 
my husband turns himself into a one-man 
FEPC. Why don’t you own up to the real 
reason for getting her in?” 

Donald angrily pushed back his plate. 
“What is the real reason. Emma?” he de- 
manded. you tell me?” 

It had to come out. All the heartbreak 
and humiliation I'd felt these three years. 
“So you can have Wanda around you all 
day,” I stormed. “So that you can carry 
on with her as you've been doing—and 
without your wife along to hinder you.” 

Donald’s jaw dropped. and his eyes 
blazed. He bit savagely into the piece of 
toast that was in his hand, then let it drop 
unnoticed on the table. “Let’s get this 
straight, Emma.” he said hotly. “I work 
every day at the office. I’m at home or out 
with you somewhere, every night. So how 
in thunder could I be carrying on, as you 
call it, with Wanda?” 

“People who cheat know how to cover 
up,” I flared back. “If you haven’t been 
carrying on with her. prove it. Change 
your mind about getting her that job.” 

“I can’t!— I won't!” he shouted. 
“There’s something bigger at stake here 
than your silly brainstorm.” 


“Suppose 
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“Yes,” I retorted. “There certainly is. 

And that something is finding a place for 
your girl friend.” 
j “My girl friend,” he repeated sarcasti- 
cally. Then he was out the door and speed- 
ing off in our car. To me, his hurried 
leaving was proof of his guilt. 


OR A LONG WHILE, I sat there trying 

to grope my way through the dark gloom 
that descended on me. Donald loved Wan- 
da. Of that I was sure. I could have for- 
gotten my little pout about getting her the 
job if so much had not gone on before. So 
much that had happened before my own 
eyes. So much that could only spell a 
deep and serious attachment between any 
man and any woman. 

But now, I had to face what could be 
only stark truth. These two had become 
one in heart, and the vows that Donald 
had made to me were now but so many 
empty words. In that void I reached out in 
spirit, trying to clasp Donald, seeking 
vainly the fitting word, the studied gesture 
that would bring him back to me. But 
now every lingering hope stood mocked by 
the torturing reality of fact. 

Nothing that you can do can change any- 
thing. You fought to hold him—but she 
won and you lost. Over and over, the words 
rushed unbidden to my lips. Over and over, 
Istruggled to-deny their meaning. He loved 
you once—so memory kept reminding me. 
He will love you again if you act like a 
woman instead of a hurt little girl whose 
only answer for anything is tears. 

I picked up the telephone, intending to 
call Donald at the office. I meant to apolo- 
gize for my outburst, and suggest that we 
talk everything out when he got home. But 
my nervous hands dropped the receiver 
when the switchboard girl answered. Pride 
bade me make no concessions. Any weak- 
ness, now that I’d brought the whole mess 
out into the open, would only play into the 
hands of Wanda. 

I would not humble myself before her. 
I would yield to Donald not one inch of 
tolerance for something that so grossiy 
violated my status as a wife and my self- 
respect as a woman. Donald must decide 
between us and decide of his own free will. 
If the decision was in my favor, it must 
be with no pleading on my 
part. Else he would soon drift back into 
the arms of Wanda. 

But had he not already decided? De- 
cided in favor of the woman who had 
stolen his love. 

Reviewing everything in my troubled 
mind, I could see no margin that offered 
me any hope of victory. Nature had given 
Wanda everything it had denied me. That 
certain way of wearing her clothes which 
brought out her personality in all its strik- 
ing boldness. No matter how many hours 
I spent getting ready for a party, I never 
looked more than a trim little housewife. 
Her glib tongue and bubbling wit. But my 
words were few and I was generally too 
taken up with serious matters for joke- 


or coaxing 


making. Her sophistication. It made me 
feel that the dust of the cotton patch still 
clung to my slippers. 

One woman may come along to give you 
a lot of trouble. Vd laughed at Dad’s 
predictions then. But he’d spoken out of 
so much wisdom and experience. Well. 
the woman had come. And she was Wan- 
da Osborne. 

You married a smart man but a worldly 
one. That was it. The worldliness of Wan- 
da which had matched so superbly the 
worldliness of Donald. And both of them 
fitting so perfectly into a world where | 
would forever feel a stranger. 

I served my purpose when I cooked Don- 
ald’s meals and kept his house. But those 
were simple things that even a hired girl 
might do for him. For all the rest which 
meant so much to a man of his background, 
he required Wanda. 

“Tt was not his fault’—my mind kept 
trying to defend him even while it con- 
demned him. 

I had my choice. I could swallow my 
pride and stay on with Donald. Or I could 
go back to Georgia—at least, till I could 
think everything through. I thrashed it 
back and forth. And always the conclu- 
sion was the same. I could not stay under 
the same roof with a man who rated me 
only as a cook and housewife. 

My road led back to Georgia. 

I started throwing things helter-skelter 
in a bag. When I'd finished, my knees 
started shaking and barely held me up 
as I walked toward the front door. At 
first, I'd meant to leave Donald a note. 
But my hands had trembled much 
when I picked up a pen. Anyhow, he’d 
know after our quarrel why I’d gone. 

Wanda was trimming the rosebushes in 


too 


her front yard when I passed her gate. 
I’d never seen her looking better. The 


tired lines were gone from her face and the 
crow’s feet from her eyes. Even in a sim- 
ple housecoat, she seemed even more ra- 
diant and vivacious than she had on that 
first night when I’d met her. 

“Oh hello. Emma.” she called out. 
“What’s your hurry? Guess you know I’m 
going to be a working girl. Donald prob- 
ably told you.” 

I stopped. 
told me.” 

For the first time, she saw the bag in 
my hand. 


“Yes,” I said shortly, “he 


“Going somewhere?” she asked. “But 
without telling me. Why?” 

“Why?” I echoed stupidly. Then my 
tongue slipped its leash. “To make you 
happy.” 


“To make me happy?” She looked at 
me questioningly. 
“Yes,” I replied acidly. 
happy—you and Donald.” 
“Me and Donald!” The scissors in her 
hand fell to the ground. “Is this a joke?” 
“No joke,” I flung back, 
one on me.” I clutched the bag and began 
walking 
“Emma! 


“To make you 


“unless it’s 


in long strides down the street. 
Emma!” I heard Wanda call. 
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Come back. You’re so mistaken—.” But, 

hat moment, a taxi pulled up alongside of 

me. I jumped in and told the cabman to 

ne to Penn Station in the city. There 

[ caught a train that was just pulling out 
Georgia. 

For twenty-four hours, I sat in a day 
without eating or drinking. At every 
| felt an aching need to get off and 

first train back to New York. 
were several times when I grabbed 
and trailed passengers, who were 
off, toward the vestibule. Then 
ing would stay my feet when I 
| the steps, and I'd find myself mov- 
ack to my seat as the train chugged 


ik 1€ 


When I arrived in my home town, I told 
parents that lonesomeness had made me 


home for an extended visit. Mother 


believed the story, or pretended to. But 
there was no fooling Dad. 
You and Donald?” he asked. “Trou- 


I nodded. Of what use was denial. 

I was afraid so,” Dad said gravely. 
[he Tracys are good people, but farm 
ks like us had better stick to our own 
nd. Ill always be sorry you didn’t mar- 
y Glenn Morgan. Glenn’s coming back to 
ike over our pastorate.” 

Except.” he added regretfully, “a fine 
irl has already marched him to the al- 


Visiting with old friends cushioned all 
iw weariness that I felt during my 
first few weeks at home. Then when for- 
‘ faces once more became familiar 
faces, grief welled up to make my days 
tter and my nights sleepless. 
ept believing that Donald would send 
contrite message, asking my for- 
ness and begging me to take him back. 
he must have missed me—if only a 
Surely he would know that I could 
no other place except my parents’. 
Besides, he’d always made amends when 
et his attention stray to some other 





sure! 


luring our college years. 
Every day the postman stopped at our 
Every day, I hoped for some letter 
Donald. But there was never any 
for me. At last I woke up from 
lay-dreaming and stopped hoping. 
He’s so wrapped up in Wanda, so glad 
get rid of me that he’s forgotten I ever 
’ I concluded. What a blessed re- 
lief if I could only forget him. 
[Three dreary months dragged by. I tried 
n time with church activities. But 
can take the place of love in a 
s heart. Now that love was gone, I 
lt as empty and spent as the dry, dead 
‘ttonstalks in the sunstruck red clay of 


WY HEN A RECEPTION was planned to 
welcome Glenn, I looked forward to 

ing him again. Even though I'd never 
regarded him as a lover, he’d been the 
learest and best friend of my childhood. 
Glenn greeted me warmly when we met. 
is Mary,” he said, introducing me to 


the slim pretty girl at his side. “I know 
that you two are going to be great friends.” 

It wasn’t long before I called on them. 
Mary made me feel so welcome that I 
became a regular visitor in their home. 
Glenn and I did a lot of joshing about the 
old days during those calls. Many a wom- 
an might have felt jealous about another 
woman coming so often and being so fa- 
miliar with her husband. But Mary never 
showed the slightest ill feeling toward me. 

For the first time, I began wondering 
if, maybe, I hadn’t jumped to conclusions 
about Donald and Wanda. I started mull- 
ing over other flirtations in that crowd 
which made me feel so ill at ease. Mar- 
garet Stebbins was always ogling Frank 
Willetts and Barbara Warren’s eyes were 
always straying toward Barney Hood. 
Shirley Willets and Edna Hood might be 
irked as I'd been about Wanda. But 
neither of them had flown into a dudgeon 
and broken up their homes. 

I found it hard to tell my story even to 
a close friend like Glenn. Bit by bit 
though, it came out in our conversations. 
“But you have no definite proof that there 
was anything between your husband and 
this woman?” Glenn asked. “Nothing ex- 
cept that they always teamed up together 
at parties.” 

“Nothing more,” I admitted. “But didn’t 
that give me good reason for suspecting 
them.” 

“No indeed,” Glenn said earnestly. 
“Donald and Wanda’s conduct was certain- 
ly out of line by our standards. But all of 
us are attracted all our lives to many differ- 
ent people. Marriage simply means that 
we've chosen the one who attracts us most 
for a life partner.” 

Glenn’s remark made good sense. See- 
ing a good-looking man always thrilled me. 
But I'd never felt disloyal to Donald be- 
cause my eyes had wandered a little. 

Now I knew that I wanted Donald more 
than I ever had. Wanted and needed the 
man whom my heart mourned and for 
whom my arms ached. That night, I sat 
down and wrote him a letter. I excused 
my walkout as a nervous breakdown. and 
begged his forgiveness. “I'll come back 
if I’m sure that you love me and want me 
back,” I said in that letter which I signed 
“Your loving wife. Emma.” 

Once more, I haunted the mail box. Five 
anxious days passed with no answer. Then 
on the sixth day, the postman handed me a 
letter. But it was not from Donald. I 
opened it to read a terse message from a 
New York attorney. 

The lawyer wrote that he’d been retained 
by Donald to contact me about a divorce. 
He suggested that I stay in Georgia until 
I'd met residence requirements, then start 
proceedings on any grounds that I chose. 
Donald would pay all expenses and settle 
a reasonable sum on me. 

The cold print blurred before my eyes. 
I sank down on the stoop, my head bowed, 
trying to make myself believe that all this 
was but a horrible nightmare which would 
pass. In a little while, I would wake up 








in our own cheerful house—mine and 
Donald’s. I would fix his breakfast. and 
he would kiss me lingeringly before going 
off to work. Then there would be the sweet 
expectancy of waiting for him till I would 
hear his step on the porch at the day’s end, 

Surely it had to be this way. Surely 
nothing had parted us and all that we 
cherished would go on forever through 
eternities of happiness. How imperishable 
everything seemed in that moment. How 
wisely and beautifully Donald had spoken, 
that first evening. when those lips. sealing 
my love with their first kiss, had said that 
we were “born to be sweethearts.” 

“My sweetheart for all time,” I thought. 
Then my hands reached out in the dream 
to kiss his. Instead, they clutched only 
the hard, wooden banisters of the porch, 
Donald was and dreams had _ no 
magic that could bring back any particle 
of what I'd lost. 

A hot little Georgia wind had whisked 


gone, 


the letter from me and deposited it on the | 


bottom step. I stooped downto pick it 
up and read again those words which 
seemed to be the warrant of love’s death. 
My eyes fixed on that phrase about settling 
money on me. What was being offered to 





















citation 


me was an insult: an insult to my woman- | 


hood. 
I wanted. so desperately again, all of his 
love. 


I wanted none of Donald’s money. 


For hours that crawled by like centuries, | 


I tried to plan my next move. “You have 
to face things as they are.” I kept telling 
myself, “not as you’d like them to be. You 
have to give Donald up. Give him up be- 
cause he no longer wants you.” 

But giving him up meant also surrender- 
ing him to Wanda. Had he ever loved me 
as I'd loved him, he would have pardoned 
me. For that matter, he would have never 
let himself be intrigued by her when he had 
a wife who loved him so dearly. 

He wouldn’t have wanted a divorce. A 
divorce that would leave him free to marry 
Wanda. 

My jaw set hard. I'd run away leaving 
Donald to her without a fight. Now | 
meant to fight and fight hard. I’d go back 
to New York and start proceedings, nam- 
ing Wanda as the woman who’d broken my 
home. Then if she and Donald did marry. 
it would be with everybody branding them 
as adulterers. 


THAT NIGHT I was on the train bound 

north. The fast click of the coach wheels 
were no more impatient than the beating of 
my heart. Women like Wanda Osborne. | 
thought, had gone through life taking their 
pick of men no matter who got hurt. But. 
this time, the hurt one would be the man- 
snatcher. 

I still had my keys to the place in St. 
Albans. When the train arrived in the city, 
I decided that I would go out there to pick 
up some clothes which I'd left. Rage had 
made me forget time and the day of the 
week, so I didn’t remember that this was 
Saturday when Donald might be home for 
the usual week-end holiday. 
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Everything was still and quiet when I 
stepped into the house where my private 
heaven had turned into my private hell. 
The door had opened at the touch of my 
hand on the knob, and I wondered about 
that. Then I remembered how Id scolded 
Donald so many times for going away and 
leaving it unlocked. 

I walked down the hall, brushing away 
tears as I brushed against familiar things, 
and walked into my room. Nothing had 
been changed since I left it. not even to the 
absurd, chipped kewpie dolls on the dress- 
er. Those dolls that Donald had won for 
me at a charity bazaar right after our 
marriage. 

I wanted to unpack then, to put the 
clothes that I’d brought with me away and 
surprise Donald when he came home. “Oh 
stop pipe dreaming.” I told myself irri- 
tably. “Get what you want and get out of 
a place where you're no longer wanted.” 

I was busy stuffing blouses and lingerie 
into a suitcase when [ heard footsteps ap- 
proaching the room. I froze. 

The steps drew nearer and came to a 
pause outside the room door. “The noise 
is from in there—from Emma’s room,” a 
man said. I recognized the voice as Don- 
ald’s. 

“Don’t -go in—he might be armed,” a 
“Call the police.” That 
To 


woman responded. 
voice belonged to somebody I hated. 
Wanda. 

I flung the door open. 
and his face showed its startling bewilder- 


Donald saw me 


ment. 

“Emma.” He almost shouted my name. 
“Youre back. I—” 

He moved toward me. “Don’t touch 


me,” I said. “Excuse me for breaking into 
your little rendezvous. 
your guest will kindly withdraw, Ill have 


the rest of my things packed in a minute 


Now if you and 


and be on my way.” 

I turned my back on them and began 
furiously throwing more things in the suit- 
case. Then Wanda strode into the room. 

“Emma.” she said, “You must listen to 
We must talk this all over- 

I wheeled around to answer her with a 
“Get out,” I said. “Get 
Until I move my things from here, 
There'll be plenty of 


me. 


haughty stare. 
out. 
this is my room. 
time to share it with Donald after 


“After what?” she broke in. “Oh, 
Emma, you silly little fool. I’m leaving 
for Chicago and another job today. And 


before you act like an idiot again, you 
might read the letter that Donald was fin- 
ishing when you came in.” 

“Letter,” I said blankly. “What letter? 
I wrote to him and—” 

“And here’s the answer,” Donald spoke 
up. I looked around to see that he was 
standing but an inch from me. 

He reached in his pocket and pulled out 
a letter. I took it from his hand and be- 
gan scanning it. “My Dearest,” the letter 


began. “I love you. I want you back—” 

Then I could read no more for my arms 
reached out to embrace him and my lips 
to caress his that were waiting so eagerly. 

It must have been our longest kiss. For 
when our lips finally parted, Wanda had 
slipped away, leaving us alone in our home 
that had rekindled. this for 
keeps, by the splendor of our love. 


been time 
“Forgive me, darling.” I whispered. “If 
you had kicked me out of the house, I’d 
have deserved it- 
Another kiss stopped the self-reproach 
“You 


don’t have any apologies to make to me, 


that was pouring from my lips. 


“T should have answered 
your letter when you wrote me. But I have 
If you need to ask anybody 


dear,” he said. 


my pride too. 
for forgiveness, it’s Wanda.” 
“Wanda?” I asked hesitantly. 
“Yes, Wanda. 
en up and felt awfully guilty about our 
She never stopped pestering 


She’s been terribly brok- 


separation. 
me till I promised to backtrack on the 
divorce and write to you. This morning, 
she dropped by before leaving to see that 
I kept my word.” 

It was then that I recalled what Glenn 
had told me. About our being attracted 
to many people but choosing just one out 
of that many to be our mate and lover. I 
knew now what had happened so far as 
Donald and Wanda were concerned. But it 
that I be 
It was I, not another 
mar- 


was nothing ever needed to 
alarmed about it. 
woman. who'd nearly wrecked my 
riage. 

“Wanda,” I inquired. “What's this about 
her going to Chicago.” 

“Tt’s strictly on the level,” Donald an- 
swered. “She made such a fine record here 
that the company is sending her out to the 
Chicago office to break in new girls—white 
girls and Negro girls—who will be working 
for us.” 

“T hope that she finds a good man out 
there.” I said. 

“She will,” Donald replied. “Now let’s 
talk about our affairs.” Except that it was 
a long time before we got around to talk 
with so much lovemaking to catch up on. 

That was two years ago. Our marriage 
has since known more blessings than ever, 
one of them being a sweet little daughter 
Wanda is not 
only a successful career woman in Chicago, 


who’s just learning to walk. 


but a successful wife after having met a 
man who’s almost as nice and fascinating 
as Donald. 

I’ve lost all those stupid feelings of in- 
For I’ve 


found that they accept me for what I am, 


feriority about our social set. 


and that they are neither as bad nor as 
shallow as I thought. Of much more im- 
portance, I no longer fall into a panic 
when Donald expands before some attrac- 
tive woman at a party. I have his heart, 
and that’s what counts, 


THE END 
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The 
Wrong 
Kind 

Of 


Love 


(Continued from Page 31) 


had said solemnly, in such grave tones 
[ was almost startled by the remark. 


W 


hy—why, 


yes. Of course,” I an- 
foreing a laugh. “What a strange 


say! 


does sound odd, doesn’t it, Louise,” 
ent on. “But I have a feeling that you 
t know all there is to know about Earl 


at least not enough to get your- 
d up in marriage with him.” 


{nger rose in my face, but Eloise only 


ifi 


\ 


ne 


| her head and talked on, apparent- 
listurbed by my obvious reaction. 
ee I sort of feel responsible for hav- 
tten you into this, and—well, I had 
it would go this far. But since it 


feel that it’s only fair that you should 
some things about Earl that no one 
vould probably tell you.” 


at things!” I demanded harshly, 
hly angry now at Eloise’s presump- 


ttitude. 


re was a slight pause. Eloise looked 


Ve 


rl 


l 
\ 


our eyes met straight on. “It’s all 
ouise,” she smiled. “I expected that 


ould get angry with me for saying 
but | am your friend and I want you 


w everything before it’s too late. 
I dated Earl once or twice while 


‘re in college, and—well, I don’t 


<now how to put this... 
[ turned toward her to give vent to my 


” 


ting anger. “Now you listen to me, 


i 
a 


e crush you had on him, you’re sadly 


I 


if you think for a minute I’m going 
and listen to you try to tear 
own because of some—some silly 


nere 


7 


Cil. « 


u 


lt 


no, Louise!” she broke in. “You 
nderstand at all. It wasn’t just the 
was—oh, for Heaven’s sake—can’t 
derstand what I’m trying to say? I 


t the only one. There were other girls 


ind they all said the same things abeut 


later. You know how it was right after 


when the fellows came back from 
Well, Earl had been in Paris and 


ised to say all the time that women 


re didn’t know anything about mak- 


think you had better go, Eloise,” I 


lly. “I refuse to sit here and listen 
cheap, vulgar gossip!” 


TER she had gone I couldn’t get her 
words out of my mind. For hours I sat 


} 


to 


ts 





ing, doubting, not knowing really 
think. Over and over the same 
raced through my mind. What 
i husband would Earl really make? 
as Eloise had said—so experi- 
n the gay, carefree ways of the con- 








tinent? I wondered, but my mind was 
made up and [| was determined to be his 
wife in spite of what had been said. 

It was just a few days after that Earl 
and I were married. Eloise came to the 
wedding, of course, but only a few words 
passed between us. The moment I saw her 
I was reminded again of what she had 
said, but as far as I was concerned I was 
satisfied that her opinions of my husband 
were born out of sheer jealousy and ampli- 
fied even further by the fact that I, rather 
than she, had been lucky enough to snare 
Earl for a husband. 

I was living in a rapturous dream, 
thrilled beyond anything I had ever hoped 
for in life. I had a handsome, intelligent 
husband whose law practice had made him 
the envy of even some of the most respect- 
ed lawyers in St. Louis, and I knew that 
in time we would have all the things a 
young bride dreams of—a beautifully fur- 
nished home, cars for each of us and ex- 
quisite gowns for me, styled by exclusive 
dressmakers. 

I was happier than I had ever been—or 
at least I thought I was until Earl soon be- 
gan staying away from home at nights, al- 
ways giving me the excuse that it was some 
case that was causing him to stay beyond 
regular hours at the office. At first it 
didn’t matter. I was content to accept his 
excuses, believing that he was working 
hard to make a life for us, to provide me 
with the little luxuries he seemed to want 
me to have. But one night when I called 
the office to ask him to pick up something 
for me on the way home, I was almost 
driven to distraction when the janitor at 
the other end of the phone told me that 
“Mr. Frazier had been gone for two hours,” 
and as far as he knew, had left for home. 

I was nearly in a panic. Then when 
Earl came in about four hours later and 
lied that he had been working late at the 
office I burst out sobbing, unable to control 
the hurt that was in my heart. 

“You weren’t at the office, Earl,” I 
sobbed. “I called there and the janitor told 
me you had been gone for two hours.” 

Earl looked surprised, then quickly gave 
a hollow, forced laugh. “Oh, that!” he 
chuckled. “He tells everybody the same 
thing when they call there after hours. 
Saves him the bother of having to look for 
anybody. I was there—really I was—but I 
did leave.a little later. Had to go by a 
client’s house and pick up some papers in 
a case I’m working on. We had a couple 
of drinks, and well—you know how it is, I 
guess I forgot the time.” 

He kissed me lightly on the forehead, 
and the matter was dropped there but I 
still couldn’t get rid of the doubt and sus- 
picion in my mind. For days I wondered 
what had happened between those hours 
he had been gone from the office and the 
time he had finally come home. He hadn’t 
said who the client was or where he lived 
which, of course, was all right since I had 
never questioned him about office affairs, 
but somehow I felt that this client was a 















woman and that Earl hadn’t told all that 
had gone on between them. 

I didn’t have any real reason for suspect- 
ing him, but I guess you could call it 
“woman’s intuition.” Then gradually he 
began staying away more frequently of 
nights and when I finally found a trace of 
lipstick on his shirt collar, I knew that my 
fears were more than foolish fantasy. 

But why? I asked myself over and over. 
What was it that I had done that had 
driven my husband to the arms of another 
woman? Who was she? Where had she 
come from? What was it about her that 
had made Earl lie to me where she was 
concerned ? 

A million thoughts raced through my 
mind and they all added up to zero. I had 
tried—or at least I thought I had tried in 
every way to be a good wife. It couldn’t 
have been because I had neglected any 
wifely duties that go with marriage, be- 
cause | had been determined from the bhe- 
ginning to try to please him in every way. 
But somewhere I had failed, and I didn’t 
know where. 

For days I lived through mental tortures. 
I forced myself to try to be affectionate 
to him, but it was easy to see that we were 
drifting further and further apart. There 
were quarrels, bitter quarrels which al- 
ways ended with him accusing me of nag- 
ging, and me vainly trying to find some 
clue, some real reason for him having 
turned from me. But there were no clues 
and I knew that it was useless to even ask 
him to be honest with me. 

Then one day I found out all the things 
that Eloise had tried to tell me. I learned 
for myself, through Earl’s own words, just 
how much of a cheap, unfaithful sneak he 
had been. 

It happened one afternoon, one of the 
few times Earl had surprised me by com- 
ing home early from the office. I had al- 
ready dressed to go shopping downtown, 
so when I met him at the front door and 
told him I was going out the stage was un- 
expectedly set for the little drama that was 
to follow. 

As I started out the door and down the 
steps toward my car, I heard the insistent 
ringing of the telephone behind me. Quick- 
ly, I scrambled under the steering wheel, 
and wheeling the light convertible around 
the corner and out of sight, I brought it to 
a stop in the alley outside our garage door. 
Then, with my heart racing wildly inside 
me, I hurried up the back yard and crept 
noiselessly into the kitchen and up the 
back stairs to the extension in my bed- 
room. 

I didn’t know really what I expected to 
hear, or why I had dared come back like 
this, spying, sneaking around in my own 
house. I felt cheap, but I was driven on 
impulsively. My hands trembled as I lifted 
the receiver, and it was all I could do to 
try to control my excited, heavy breathing. 

Then I recognized the voice on the other 
end of the wire. It was Tom—FEarl’s 
friend, Tom Keenan, and I gave an inward 
sigh of relief. But suddenly I caught the 
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words that sent my brain spinning dizzily. 

“Really, Earl,” Tom was saying, “I’m 
your friend and all that but don’t you think 
you had better break off with Laura before 
it’s too late. There’s been a lot of talk 
lately and a thing like that could lead to a 
scandal, if you know what I mean. You 
can’t afford that. You’ve got too much to 
lose. Think what a thing like that could 
do to Louise if the Argus or some of these 
papers got hold of it.” 

“Yeah, I know,” I heard Earl] sigh. 
“That’s just it. I have tried to break off 
with her. But I can’t.” 

I went stiff with sudden rage. My mouth 
felt dry, and my hand, gripping the re- 
ceiver, felt sticky with nervous perspira- 
tion. So that was her name—Laura! 

Earl’s voice rattled on. “She’s still a 
client of mine, Tom, and until I get her 
case settled one way or another, I'll have 
to go on seeing her. There’s nothing I can 
do about it. The hell of it is that—well, 
we've been intimate a few times and if she 
even thought I was trying to get rid of her 
now, she’d be sure to make trouble. She’s 
that kind.” 

“Does Louise suspect anything yet?” 

“In a way, yes, but she doesn’t really 
know anything. We've had a few spats 
about my staying out at nights and all 
that. but she doesn’t really know. I guess 
I have been a fool, like you say, but you 
know how it is—a girl like Laura Bell can 
lead a man on, and before he knows it he’s 
hooked. And, brother. I mean hooked! I 
thought the French girls knew everything 
about love but brother a 

Earl laughed dryly. So did Tom, then 
continued: “I should have left her alone 
from the beginning, and would have too if 
I had known things were going to go this 
far.” 


DIDN’T wait to hear any more. I 

couldn’t. I was almost numb with 
hurt. Tears were welling up inside me, 
and as I eased the receiver back in place, I 
fell across the bed sobbing convulsively. 
A thousand thoughts’ whirled  dizzily 
through my brain. I thought of all those 
nights when I had been home alone, wait- 
ing. and immediately visions began to flash 
through my mind—blurred pictures of 
how they must have looked together, laugh- 
ing, embracing. loving. Cold chills swept 
over me when | thought about the times 
he had come home, and I, like a forgiving 
fool, had thrust my moods on him, loving 
him, wanting him—behind another woman. 

Slowly I drew myself up straight, feel- 
ing both exhausted and weary from the 
flood of tears I had shed. If I was going 
to know everything it would have to be 
now, I decided. There would have to be 
a showdown between us—now, For I knew 
that I couldn’t stand living in that house 
another night, knowing what I had heard 
him dare admit from his own lips. 

I dabbled at my make-up hurriedly, not 
teally caring if it was on properly, but too 
proud to give him the satisfaction of know- 
ing that I had been hurt. Then, closing 








25¢ 7 Oe A fragrance. ..S0 tempting...so alluring.. -you ‘ll 


say it's your dreams-come-true perfume.” 
4. 














THREE SHADES 











0 
—_ 


= Cleopatra, the world's most famous temptress, appreciated 
the rare powers of perfumes! Garnet is an exotic fragrance .that 
would have delighted her just as it will thrill you. You'll love this 
truly romantic perfume, made from the finest essential oils. 
Packaged so beautifully, you'll want to give Garnet for 
Christmas. Send $3.00 plus 60c federal tax each (we pay postage) 
or we'll mail your order C. 0. D. plus postage. Write for 
free folder on Garnet perfumes and matching colognes. 


Gavrrea oF NEW YORK 


Lincoln Bidg., 60 East 42nd St., New York 17, W. Y. 















Pocket Water 
lace in water; plug in socket. ..turn onswitch! 
sot ot Water! Thousands use for bathing, washing 
jothes, es, a eparators, pails, shaving, 
. Hea uantities pends 0 ick! Heating 
d of large quanti ities depends mn “poe Ad 
Read Geechous efore u: using, fo fol egul 

However A you’l 

WIK to 


LIGHTER 


1 tell your friends 

wanton it for us, we 

ill let you now have one for o! ¥ $1 -98 plus tax. 

SEND DNO MONEY Just: ae and address. 

Rand ome $1.98 plas 

Federal Tax, C | charges. Satisfaction 

ie guarantest on or me ae ES 10 ¢ days for refund. 
1L-QWIK, 4554N. Broadway, Dept. W-96, CHICAGO 40, ILL. 








THE FASCINATING DUTIES OF A 


PRACTICAL NURSE 


\6 PAY IN 12 WEEKS AT HOME LEARN 


YES SEE your complexion become lighter, brighter, . 

ond aaitietres Right before your eyes No high school needed to Graduate with § 
Diploma. Profession pays up to $300 a month. 

New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is unlike Steady, pleasant work in good times or bad. 


Ages 16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of this 
fully for months to see the results you wont. With the wr ehiret heaton 
improved NEVOLINE formula we guarantee you will see FREE: name on postcard today! 
your skin grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. | —_——— oe ae rag 
Order a trial jor today! Be convinced thot NEVOLINE is The Linoein Sohest of gyi nies 
the gentle cream you hove been waiting for. In large Rush ° < os id - vere cad a ¥s a 

2 oz. jors ot $1.00 each, or 3 jors for $2.00. Save C.0.0. ush 16-puge FREE booklet ‘‘Careers in Nursing 
costs, enclose your remittonce with order, Act now! 


any product you ever hove used before. No waiting hope- 











| 
NAME | 
PARIS IMPERIAL = | 

| 








G. P. O. Box 129, New York 1, N. Y. |_orry._-_---------------- STATE__________-— | 





or carefully behind me, I walked on 

down the stairs until I reached the 

room where Earl sat smoking and 
a newspaper. 

looked up, a little startled at my 
appearance. “I didn’t hear you 
n.” he said, puzzled. “Must have 
pretty quick shopping trip.” 

In’t say a word. I just stood there 
him stonily, anger mounting inside 

it fighting desperately to maintain 


itward veneer of calm. 


I 


know how to put it 





10 is Laura, Earl?” I said finally, and 
I had tried to keep my voice even, 
rds boomed like thunder in the 
quiet room. 
a slight start, but quickly re- 
d his composure. “Who is who?” 
I said who is Laura?” 
“Oh, Laura Bell. You 
She was 


Cave 


] heard me, 
laughed. 
nber. I told you about her. 


lient whose house I had to stop by one 


nd pick up some things. . . . You 


ber. I—uh .. .” 

[ remember. And that doesn’t 

be all you picked up!” 

| put aside his paper and his brow 

ed in a slight frown. “Just what 
mean?” he said sharply. 

ecisely what you think I mean!” -I 

ck, then mimicked: “. . . / thought 

nch girls knew everything about 


tise!” His voice was harsh. “Then 

ou must have listened!” 

tears began to spill down my cheeks 
body began to tremble violently 


the rage that was pent up inside me. 


[ listened to the phone, you—you 
cheat,” I spat at him, half sobbing, 
hoking, “and I’m glad. Do you hear? 
I'm glad I found you out for what 
eally >!”  T slumped in a chair 
from him and buried my _ face 
its arm to hide the rush of tears 


are 


were now coming uncontrollably. 


moment only my hysterical sob- 
lled the room. then I heard Earl’s 
juieter, more evenly. 
1y, so you found out. Maybe it’s just 
You probably would 


] 


I suppose. 


sooner or later anyway. Maybe I am 


Maybe I’m everything you think I 

well, you probably haven’t been 
understand this, but 
than just—well, 


enough to 


more to love 


ffened. “Than just what?” I de- 


ed 


you know what I mean. There 

1e women who seem to have a one- 
nind about men, marriage, love and 
ng else. Then others 
rt of live for men—you know what I 
they make a specialty of trying to 
man, anything make him 
Laura’s that kind of woman. I’m 
ve with her or anything like that, 

s so—well, she’s so different, so—I 
but I just can’t 
yself where she’s concerned. I know 
yng to say that, but it’s the truth, 


there are 


to 








Louise. So help me. it’s the truth. She just 
does things to me.” 

Hate surged inside me and it was all I 
could do to keep from going completely 
to pieces. So different! How could he 
have the nerve to sit there and say things 
like that about her in front of me! At 
once I felt like hurling the bookend at him 
which rested handily on the table near me. 
I wanted him to feel pain, I wanted to hurt 
him and know that he had been hurt in 
the same way he had hurt me. But I was 
too sick inside to do or say anything. I 
could only sit there, limp, weak from cry- 
ing, feeling drained of all emotions. 

Then, after a moment of strained silence 
that seemed like an eternity, Earl began 
talking again, quietly, almost like a pained 
confession. “I—I know I deserve what- 
ever happens between us now,” he said 
softly, “If it’s divorce you want. I deserve 
it—scandal and all, but let me at least ask 
you one last favor.” He paused. lit a cig- 
arette, and walked over to the fireplace. 
“Give me a little time with Laura—say a 
month with no questions asked. Let me 
come and go as I please, seeing her if and 
when I want to. That way, maybe I can 
get her out of my system; maybe I can get 
over wanting to see hex at all. After that 
I promise you I won’t ever see her again, 
and if things don’t work ovt like I think 
they will. then you can still have a di- 
vorce.” 

Abruptly I sprang up from the chair, a 
fresh flood of tears turning everything in 
the room into a watery blur. “You're 
lower than I thought you were!” I blurted 
angrily, and grabbing up my purse, turned 
and ran, half stumbling out of the house. 


W HERE I was going. I didn’t know. 
But as I settled behind the wheel of my 
convertible and slammed it forward with 
angry. impatient movements, I thought 
about Eloise and the friendly advice she 
had once tried to give me. It would be 
awkward for me to visit her now since I 
had purposely ignored her in all these 
months, but I had to turn to someone and 
I realized that she was the only friend I 
would dare confide in. 

A warm rain had come up suddenly in 
the gathering dusk, and as I turned off 
on St. Louis Ave. the windshield wipers 
seemed to play a mocking rhythm: “A lit- 
tle time with Laura Bell . . . a little time— 
with Laura Bell . . .” I felt somehow re- 
lieved when I finally braked my car in 
front of Eloise’s house, and though I sat 
there for a moment trying to compose my- 
self, I knew that I would have to swallow 
my pride and tell her all—everything. 

Nervously I touched my finger to her 
apartment door buzzer. and in a moment 
we were standing there face to face. She 
must have sensed why I had come, be- 
cause almost as soon as she opened the 
door and saw me standing there, the look 
of surprise on her face quickly changed in- 
to a wince of pity. I fairly rushed into her 
arms, sobbing, whimpering, trying to tell 


her everything at once in a breathless rush 
of words. 

Later, when I had calmed down suf. 
ficiently to tell her everything that had 
happened between Earl and Laura Bell, 
she only sat there quietly, sipping the gin 
and ginger ale she held in her hand and 
looking past me as if she could find some 
solution to everything in the cigarette 
smoke fog behind me. Finally. turning to 
to me, she asked: “Have you seen her?” 
I shook my head. “You don’t know what 
she looks like then?” Again I shook my 
head. “Well. she isn’t pretty.” Eloise con. 
cluded as if that knowledge would bring 
me some comfort. 

“You know her then?” I put in. 

“Nope. Never laid eyes on her. But you 
know how it is—there’s been a lot of talk. 
and from what I hear she isn’t half as 
good-looking as you are.” 

“She wouldn't have to be pretty to . 

I said bitterly. leaving the sentence un- 
finished. 

The words struck like an electric charge 
and Eloise looked at me sharply as if she 
suddenly remembered that conversation of 
so many months ago when she had tried to 
warn me. “Look, honey.” she said, “maybe 
you ll feel more like talking about this in 
the morning—after you’ve had a 
night’s sleep. You take the guest room— 
there’s some clean pajamas in there. and 
find some sleeping pills in the 
dresser drawer. Take one if you feel like 
it; itll do you a lot of good.” Then as 
we both got up and started toward the 
back hall, she caught me gently at the 
elbow and said anxiously: “There is still 
one thing I'd like to know, Louise. Do you 
still—love him?” 

“T don’t know. Eloise,” I answered weak- 

“T just don’t know.” 

That night, with the aid of a sleeping 
pill, I slept soundly at Eloise’s, and when 
I awoke in the morning the sun was well 
up. At first I had a feeling of being in a 
strange place. Then slowly the grim facts 
of what had taken place yesterday turned 
over in my mind and fell into place one 
by one. The pleasant. strong smell of 
coffee filled my nostrils, and somewhere 
beyond the closed door of my room I heard 
dishes being rattled and footsteps scurry- 
ing about. 

Finally when I had finished my _ bath 
and walked into the kitchen, I found Eloise 
making breakfast and humming 
aloud. She tossed me a cheery good morn- 
ing and began making idle conversation as 
though the night’s sleep had solved every- 
thing for me and we had nothing more 
serious to talk about than scrambled eggs 
being more tasty with onions or that 
Idaho potatoes were best for frying. It 
seemed that she was purposely avoiding 
any discussion of what I had told her the 
night before, but once breakfast was fin- 
ished and we sat there smoking and drain- 
ing the last swallows of coffee, she seemed 
to sense that I was anxious to bring up the 
subject again. 

“Earl called,” she announced important- 


good 


you'll 


ly. 


busy 
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ly and lifted her eyes to meet mine as 
though she wanted to be certain of my 
reaction. I pretended to be occupied with 
one last sip of coffee, and made a de- 
gesture of toying with the cup 
before I said anything. 


lit af 


Did you tell him—I mean—does he 
k I’m here?” My voice faltered. 
I didn’t tell him. He’s called 


everywhere trying to find you—at least he 

had. But he doesn’t know and it 

him right. Let him sweat for awhile. 

ll do him good.” Eloise laughed dryly, 

pparently pleased with herself for having 

ted Earl. I could only manage a 

eak smile for I wasn’t at all sure that 

Eloise had done the right thing by not 
tel Earl where I was. 

| a moment neither of us said any- 

t then Eloise began talking again. 

honey.” she said gingerly, “I don’t 


ky how you still feel about Earl, but as 
you've got two choices. You can 
the guy cold, get a divorce on 


g1 s of adultery, and start husband- 
> all over again. Or else—and this 
eh decision to make—you can crawl 

him and let nature take its course 

if you still love him. If you want 

him I know a good lawyer who’d 

ypy to take the case, and if you want 
ck—well, I’ve a friend in the 

I Guidance Bureau who might be 
give you some advice. But take it 

e, kid, whatever you do, be sure it’s 


got 


’u want to do.” 


‘| HAT AFTERNOON as I sat in the pri- 
ite room of the Family Guidance Bu- 
| felt embarrassed at first telling 
s friend all the little delicate details 
id made my marriage unhappy. But 
before I had finished she had put me 
uf e, and I found myself talking with 
frankly She listened 

ly, said nothing. 


and honestly. 


finally. when I had finished she 
| to me and held my eyes in a steady 

Ever hear of fighting fire with fire?” 

d casually. 

words caught me completely off 

Surely she couldn’t mean... . 
B efore I could say anything she was 
lying her own explanation. 

[hat probably shocked you, didn’t it, 
razier?” she smiled. “Well, if it 
was meant to. Judging from what 

you've been a very dutiful and 

wife in your own way, but that’s 
Your own way hasn’t been success- 
iinst the outside competition to 
our husband has succumbed. Sure, 
been a good wife and you've prob- 
ed hard to please—in your own way 
vhen that doesn’t keep the husband 
traying then maybe it’s best some- 
» beat the other woman at her own 


paused, looked at me anxiously for 
nt, then lowered her voice in quiet 


sional tones. “I’m not excusing 
your husband for forgetting his marriage 


it all the preaching I could do on 


what he has done and done to you is not 
going to patch up your marriage. You ob- 
viously want to go on with your husband, 


or else you wouldn’t be here. But from 
what you tell me, I gather that everything 
else has worked out in your marriage ex- 
cept one thing, and in your case it happens 
to be important. The question is are you 
willing to face it? Do you love your hus- 
band enough to compete with the other 
woman on her own terms? If you are, 
then I have only one bit of advice to offer: 
go to it and let her know you're the best 
woman. She’s had the singular advantage 
of knowing better than you what it takes 
to please your husband, but when you boil 
it down it’s the same thing that wrecked 
sO many marriages in the last war and 
caused so many American GI’s to go over- 
board for the European girls.” 

I stirred uneasily at her sudden frank- 
ness, but I was remembering what Eloise 
had said so long ago about Earl insisting 
that American women were below standard 
in making love. Then I heard her offering 
me one last parting word of advice as if it 
would make me remember what she had 
tried to get across to me: “A woman must 
develop a sense of intimacy with her hus- 
band; she must feel that she belongs to 
him and that he belongs to her. You'll 
both be happy once you know the feeling 
of oneness, that real happiness that comes 
with fusion of mood and spirit.” 

As I turned to leave I felt weak and 
drained, as if I was spent of all emotions. 
It sounded all right for her to talk like 
that, but I wondered secretly if she would 
be willing to practice what she preached 


if it was her husband involved with another 
woman. Saying a thing and doing it was 
something altogether different—especially 
in my case. 

When at last I reached home, I sat for a 
moment behind the wheel of my car, still 
undecided as to what I actually would do. 
Then wearily I walked up the steps and 
placed my key in the lock. Almost before 
I got the door open Earl was there before 
me, unshaven, haggard, his eyes bloodshot. 
We stood for a moment regarding each 
other like strangers, and in his eyes there 
was an humble, pleading look that begged 
forgiveness. In an instant he was gather- 
ing me in his arms and whispering hurried 
phrases of self-reproach in my ear. He 
was like a man who had suddenly awak- 
ened from a horrible nightmare to find that 
things were not as they had happened. We 
clung to each other as though we were 
starved for affection, and had just found 
each other for the first time. Silently the 
tears slipped down my cheeks, and I real- 
ized then—for the first time perhaps—that 
I had never really known what it was like 
to be completely in love with my husband. 

It was hours afterwards that the gather- 
ing dusk found us still at home—and alone. 
But in those hours we had blotted out all 
memories of the past—and Laura Bell. We 
had vowed to make a new beginning to- 
gether. to take up where we had left off 
and live only for the future. And I finally 
felt confident that I knew what to do to 
help protect that future and keep my hus- 
band’s love. 


THE END 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 9) 
and life with a tear-stained face and a 
much-wounded soul. 

Nobody paid too much attention to Josie 
or her troubles. They secretly believed she 
enjoyed being a sad sack, so they left her 
alone to cry in her beer and to nurse her 
imaginary sorrows. 

Josie was a weeping bride, a martyred 
mother. She is resigned to her lot now, a 
victim of her own state of mind. 

Not all of you little Sugar Rays and 
Baby Joes will die in the House of Cor- 
rection, as did poor Ruby. Not all of 
you super-sensitive sisters will weep your- 
selves into eternal unhappiness, as did poor 
Josie. That chip on the shoulder, how- 
ever, can weight your even disposition down 
to a one-sided personality, and unless you 
can make those fists pay off with a tele- 
vision contract or change those tears into 
a Johnny Ray box office attraction, you 
might as well make up your mind to face 
life with Portia, to look upon the bright 
side. 

True, a good left hook might come in 
handy in case of an attack from a 
stranger, or a misunderstanding with a 
stubborn husband, but a gal should drop 
her guard when the emergency is over. She 
does not have to stay in there punching. 
Fighting and bullying, my little fly chicks, 


does not become a lady—and you do want 
to become a lady! 

If you must buck the tide, do it for a 
cause. The biggest and oldest fight in the 
history of mankind is that of right against 
wrong. 

So at ease, little gangsters and gangster- 


ettes. Me and the United Nations want to 
talk peace. No one is going to run over 
you. No one is “paying you any mind.” 


And if they do, if they dare touch a hair of 
your pretty little head, just tell your Aunt 
Janie. And I'll personally TEAR THEM 
TO PIECES! 





Your Handwriting 

(Continued from Page 14) 
your endurance. A strong-willed person 
will refuse to allow himself to be blown 
about like a leaf in the wind of fate, but 
will take stock of himself and make the 
best of even the most difficult situation. 
Your ability to accomplish this will depend 
upon your mental awareness. 

An analysis of your handwriting is now 
available to those wishing this service. 
Send a self-addressed stamped envelope, 
and | will mail you a folder outlining the 
types of analysis and fee. This scientific 
service is for the particular person who 
realizes the advantages of personal atten- 
tion. Write: Helen Sides, Tan, 1820 S. 
Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Illinois. 
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I Stole 
Another 
Man’s 


Wife 
(Continued from Page 36) 

laugh. She invited me inside. “Hope you 
don’t mind waiting a while, Mr. Stone,” 
she said. “We had a little poker 
going here last night and this morning and 
Willie didn’t get to bed until a few hours 

I’m scared to wake him up. That 
’s just naturally evil until he gets his 


game 


ago. 
man 
sleep out!” 


I told her I didn’t mind waiting, espe- 
cially since it involved money, and ac- 


cepted the cool drink she offered me. When 
she learned I was from Chicago, that was 
enough to send her off into a long, one- 
sided conversation about the time she lived 
there. 

I barely heard her. I couldn’t keep my 
eyes off Sadie’s friend, who sat demurely 
in her chair stealing shy glances at me. 
Sadie finally noticed the way we were eye- 
ing each other. “Just listen at me running 
my mouth so hard I forgot my manners,” 
“You'll have to forgive me 

Any time I 
Street, I 

said, “meet 


she exclaimed, 
for not imtroducing you two. 
meet somebody from 47th 
homesick. Mr, Stone,” she 
my friend Mrs. Saxton.” 

She turned to her friend. 

Mr. Stone. He’s a railroad 
watch out for him!” Her laughter was so 
loud it must have wakened Willie because 
I heard his voice in the back of the house. 
“You two entertain yourselves,” she told us. 
“Tll go see if I can get Willie out of that 
bed.” 

Left alone, the girl and I had surprising- 
ly little to say to break the awkward 
lences fell into. When Willie came 
shufling into the room. yawning and fum- 
bling with the belt of his robe, she hastily 
excused herself and left the two of us 
alone. Willie was so groggy with sleep I 
believe he still doesn’t recall my visit. but 
I got my money and left. As I walked 
down the street, past the corner 
Angie had pointed out as hers, I had a 
strong feeling that on my next trip in I’d 
accept Sadie’s invitation to “drop in any 
time.” 

I happened to run into Val soon after I 
returned home and this time, I at least 
sounded like a playboy. “Man, you really 
put me on to something fine!” I told him. 

“Nice, hunh?” He was all ears as I 
described Angie to him. 

“There’s only one thing—” 
for a moment, trying to make up my mind 


get 


“Angie, this 
man. so 


we 


house 


I paused 


whether to mention it. “She’s got an Old 
Man.” 
“So?” Val stared at me as if waiting 


for me to say more. 

“What I mean is, Sadie introduced her 
as ‘Mrs.’” I explained. 

He was scornful. “Don’t you know every 





chick you’ll meet has got some kind of a 
man—legal or otherwise?” he said. 
member that old song—Gonna Move to the 
Outskirts of Town? Even that won’t help 
nowadays. I’m telling you, there isn’t a 
man born who can keep a woman from do- 
ing a little playing on the side when she 


“Re- 


wants to.” 

I had to admit that from what I’d seen 
heard the wasn’t far 
wrong. 

“Take a tip from the ‘Voice of Experi- 
Martin,” “Just let her 
and you follow her lead. Do 


and past year, he 


ence,’ he advised. 
set the 
that and you'll be home free!” 

I was well aware of the cyni- 
cal attitude some of my buddies had 
towards women. It seemed their sole topic 


pace 


Of course. 
new 


of conversation was women—those they 
had, and those they didn’t have; those 
they wanted, and those they wanted to get 
rid of, 

Yet, some of my mother’s old-fashioned 
teachings remained with me. I’d_ been 


taught to respect all women, to treat them 
as I would want other men to treat my 
womenfolks. And as for married women 
well, that ring on her finger 
to turn her into some kind of angel. 

As I say, I continued to think and feel 
that way, long after I had plenty of evi- 
dence to the contrary. The only thing to 
do as far as I told 
myself, was to follow Val’s suggestion. 


was supposed 


Angie was concerned, 


( N MY NEXT TRIP to Omaha I went 


by Sadie’s and just as I’d hoped, Angie 
was there. They were in the kitchen, can- 


ning peaches. 

“IT don’t know why I let 
into a job like this,” 
“Tt’s too hot to be messing around in a 
kitchen.” 

“This is fun!” Angie looking 
very cute in the plastic apron tied around 
her slim waist. 

Sadie sighed and took two cans of beer 
out of the refrigerator. “Well, Martin and 
I have to have something to keep us go- 
“A country gal like 


Angie talk me 
Sadie complained. 


insisted, 


ing.” she remarked. 
you can run us ragged.” 

Angie turned away from the stove, a big 
spoon poised in her hand. “I really 
doing things like this around the 
she said gravely. 

Sadie sipped her beer. “If your ‘folks’ 
they’d take you right back 
“He’s just 
bringing you here, 


miss 
house,” 


had any sense, 
to the country.” 
asking for trouble by 
then leaving you alone so much.” 

Angie gave a little smile of embarrass- 
ment and turned back to the big pot of 
I poured some of my 


she observed. 


stewing peaches. 
beer into another glass and took it to her. 
shook her head. “No thanks.” she 
said with a dazzling smile. “I never learned 
to drink My drink is Canadian 
Club.” 

“T’1l remember that,” I said. 

I heard Sadie get up and go up front 
but I didn’t take my eyes off the girl stand- 
looking so desirable 


She 


beer. 


ing so close to me, 
with her hair slightly mussed and her love- 
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e flushed from the heat of the stove. 

You know. I was hoping you’d be here 
when I came this time,” I told her. 

I'm always either here at Sadie’s or at 

home,” she said. ‘“There’s not much else 

y » do,” she added ruefully. 

in have visitors, can’t you? Sadie’s 

yerson and all that, but I'd hate to 

pretend to visit her in order to 


} 
I sed 


to have quite a few visitors but 
they haven’t been around lately.” She 
a warm smile. “Sure, Martin, I'll 
to see you any time you want to 


When I left that day, Sadie saw me to 
t “Listen, ‘Chicago,’ ” she said in 
i joking tone. “we’re from the same city 
nakes us almost related. It doesn’t 
tak ind reader to know what you're 
inking about my little friend—” 
inned self-consciously. “I didn’t 
know it showed.” 
Oh, it sticks out all over! But don’t be 
play it cool!” she warned. “Just 
ire to telephone first to see if her 
re home.” 
That Sadie’s been around!” Val ex- 
claimed when I brought him up to date. 
st be quite a character. You listem 
She won't tell you wrong.” 


\ me progressed. Angie and I got to 
lerful friends. I’d phone her the 
[ got into town and spend prac- 


the whole day at her house. At 

would just talk. She told me she 

ed in the small, nearby town of 

she was bern, until two 

vefore. She didn’t mention it, but 

I hered that was when she got married. 
S| ever spoke about her husband and 
did I, although I wondered why it 

was he left her alone so much of the time. 
Not once since I had met her was he 
home and it got so I didn’t even 

to telephone before going to her 


Line where 


We were about the same age and had a 
ymmmon. I told her all about myself 
1 we ran out of things about our- 
he’d have me tell her things that 
ippened to me on the road. 

\ngie would fix refreshments for me, 
lwiches, iced tea and cake. Then we’d 
listen to the radio or play honeymoon 
ind time seemed to fly. Then, be- 
grew too late at night, we’d say 

ibye and I would leave reluctantly. 
Once, some of the fellows picked me up 
2b to ride to the yards with them 
had to leave ahead of schedule. 
| my little bag with me that time and 
ute the guys saw me say goodbye 
e on the porch they started crack- 


Martin,” one of them said, “it looks 

u're doing some heavy rooming!” 
Willie Morgan. who had left Sadie’s and 
the cab with me, chimed in. 
"a ng. hell! This joker’s moved in!” 
\ that, they never got tired of kid- 
about it. I’m older now, and know 
but at the time, their wisecracking 





approval was like a tonic to me. I lapped 
it up and felt myself one of the fellows. 

Sadie’s observation one day made me 
feel like a real lady killer. I was headed 
for Angie’s with a box of candy under my 
arm and she stopped me as I passed her 
house. 

“That’s all right for you, ‘Chicago,’ ” she 
scolded. “Just because you made a hit 
with the girl I introduced you to, you’ve 
put me down.” 

“Naw, Sadie,” I grinned. 
that.” 

“You rascal you!” she chuckled, her big 
frame shaking: with merriment. “You all 
act like you were married.” She rolled her 
eyes at the package under my arm. “In 
fact, if you were any more married, you 
couldn’t stand it!” 

I ducked my head in embarrassment and 
hurried on to Angie’s house. There was 
no response when I first rang the bell and 
I wondered if she had forgotten this was 
my day in. But after a short wait the door 
swung open and there she was. 

She had on a sun suit that was as brief 
as it was becoming. She was more desir- 
able than I had ever imagined, and seeing 
the full. rounded beauty of her charms so 
daintily. and scantily clad sent a sudden 
surge of desire through me. 

“T know I look a mess.” Angie said, rub- 
bing at a smudge on the tip of her nose, 
“but I’ve been out in the garden all morn- 
ing. Come on in.” 

I went in, still fascinated by the bare 
smoothness of her thighs, the contrast of 
the bright material of her costume against 
thé brown of her skin. Angie saw the 
direction of my admiring glance and be- 
came flustered. 

“I—I forgot I was wearing this thing,” 
she apologized. “It’s cool—and comfortable 
to work in—” 

I moved toward her. 

“No, Martin—please.” she whispered. 

But she might as well have been asking 
the wind to stop blowing, or a river to re- 
verse its course, as to plead with me to con- 
trol the emotion that drew me te her. 

Then she was in my arms, soft and fra- 
grant. I buried my face in her hair and 
tightened my muscles against her futile 
struggles. 

I captured her. mouth and held my lips 
against hers hard, until they softened, then 
yielded to my kiss. 

At last—I don’t know how long after- 
wards—we broke away and stood looking 
at each other, our pulses racing. Tears 
formed in her frightened eyes and her lips 
moved querulously. The back of one hand 
flew to her mouth and she turned and ran 
out of the room. 


“Nothing like 


WAS PUFFING nervously on a ciga- 

rette when she returned, calm and com- 
posed. She had slipped into a demure 
dress and combed her rumpled hair. 

“Angie— I don’t know what to say,” I be- 
gan. “I don’t know what came over me.” 

She sat on the sofa next to me, silently 
twisting a handkerchief. 





“Please don’t be angry with me.” [| 
pleaded. “It was bound to happen sooner 
or later because—well, I—” I hesitated. 
Was it love? “I liked you so darned 
much!” 

She sat very stiff and straight, not look- 
ing at me. “I’d be lying if I said you didn’t 
do something to me, Martin,” she said in a 
barely audible voice. “What are we going 
to do about it?” 

I turned to her joyfully. “Darling—” 

But she held me away. “No! No! I 
could never face myself afterwards.” 

So we sat there for a while not saying 
anything. A hundred different thoughts 
ran through my brain. What did she mean? 
Was she going to insist that I make an 
“honest” woman of her first? I had no 
desire to give up the carefree existence of 
a bachelor. Or was she going to forbid me 
to see her again? 

“T know how you feel about me,” Angie 
said at last. “I should have known it 
would be impossible for us to stay just 
friends. Maybe it’s wrong this way, but 
I’m only human. Only—let’s not be sordid 
about it. On your next trip in I'll fix a 
lunch—you bring the drinks, and then— 
then we'll see what happens.” 

I took her in my arms and this time 
there was no struggle. Our kiss held the 
promise of the moon and stars. 

“You'd better go now,” she said quickly. 

I protested. 

“Please, darling—before I change my 
mind,” she said. 

So I did as she asked and found myself 
out in the midday sun. It was almost un- 
bearably hot, as I walked down the street. 
It was the first time in weeks that I was 
without some place to go and I was at a 
loss just how to pass the time. 

The farther I walked, the hotter I be- 
came. I even took off my coat, but the 
middle of summer in Omaha is no time to 
be out just strolling. Suddenly I remem- 
bered that I'd promised Ed Jones to have 
dinner with him and his family sometime. 
so I caught a streetcar and rode across 
town to the quiet, tree-lined street where 
they lived. 

Ed was overjoyed at seeing me and 
proudly ushered me inside to meet his 
family. His wife and daughter were very 
friendly, particularly the girl, a nice-look- 
ing. intelligent young woman named Rose. 

Although my visit was a surprise, they 
served up the kind of meal that makes you 
keep passing your plate for more. Ed's 
house was a perfect example of domestic 
bliss. but I’m afraid it was lost on me. My 
mind was too full of Angie. Even when 
Ed took me aside for some serious talk and 
some more of his fatherly advice, I didn't 
pay too much attention to what he was say- 
ing until I heard, “I hope you won’t think 
I’m a meddling old man, Martin, but I 
can’t help noticing the kind of friends 
you've been making.” 

“Aw, Ed, there’s nothing wrong with a 
little drink now and then, or a poker game 
with the fellows,” I protested. 

“Of course not. And I'd be lying if I 
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said I never did those things—not so much 
now, but when I was younger.” 

“Good,” I said with a sigh of relief. “I 
was afraid you were getting ready to 
preach me a sermon.’ 

His broad, good-natured face grew se- 
rious. “In a way, I guess I am, Martin. 
Not the kind you’re thinking about, but a 
few words about something I’ve heard. 
You see, Harvey Saxton is a friend of 
mine.” 

Ed’s words jerked me erect. I had no 
idea he knew of my visits with Angie way 
over on the other side of town, although we 
made no secret of them. In fact, we some- 
times sat out front on the porch glider, 
talking and sipping drinks. Neither of us 
had anything to hide—yet. 

And it was then that I realized that I had 
come to think of Angie and me living in a 
world of our own that was somehow shut 
off from the rest of the world. Of course, 
such complete privacy was impossible. 
Sadie knew about us, so did Willie and 
the other men I worked with, and now even 
Ed, who lived on the other side of town, 
knew. 

He pulled out his pipe and I studied his 
face in the flare of the big kitchen match 
as he lighted it. Ed was genuinely con- 
cerned about the matter and I soon dis- 
covered why. 

“Harvey and [ started working on the 
road at the same time,” he said softly into 
the quiet of his comfortable living room. 
“He’s a wonderful guy. but kind of mixed 
up on some things. He went out and mar- 
ried himself a young girl—a small town 
girl at that, and brought her to the city.” 

I listened with interest to the first infor- 
mation I'd had on Angie’s husband—the 
man I’d never seen. I was surprised to 
hear that he had been married before. He 
was a widower when he married a young 
girl who later ran off with a man her own 
age. Later, he met and married Angie. 

“They say history repeats,” Ed_ re- 
marked, peering closely at me. 

I felt my anger rise and tried to hold it 
down. “What’s all this got to do with 
me?” I demanded. “Nobody’s got the right 
to try to live my life for me.” 

“That’s true. And I’m not trying to pass 
judgment on you or anybody else. I’m 
just telling you about my friend, Harvey 
Saxton.” 

“It’s not my fault if your friend wants 
to neglect his home life,” I snapped. 

“There are two kinds of people in this 
world, son,” Ed “Those 
build, and those who tear down. You can 
see both types right among the fellows on 
yourown run. Some of them have worked 
for the company longer than I have and 
today they haven’t got a cent to their 
names,” 

He gestured toward the tasteful furnish- 
ings of his home. “I worked hard, tried to 
get somewhere. So have the majority of 
the men on the road. The men you're run- 
ning around with now have nothing—and 
they don’t want anyone else to have any- 
thing. Don’t you be like that.” 


went on. who 


He paused and I could hear the women 
puttering around in the kitchen. “Harvey 
is what I call a builder,” Ed continued. 

“Don’t you think he’d like to be with his 
pretty young wife all the time? Of course 
he would! But he’s got a state job now, 
working in the capitol building over in 
Lincoln. He comes home on weekends.” 

So that was why I had never run into 
Angie’s husband! 

Ed studied me 
then said abruptly, “I guess I sound like a 
natural preacher! How about some beer 
and a game of checkers?” 

When it was time for me to leave, I 
found I had enjoyed myself despite Ed’s 
sobering lecture. But once away from his 
house, I found Angie in my _ thoughts 
stronger than ever. 


closely for a moment, 


I DID a lot of thinking on the trip back 

to Chicago and as time drew near for me 
to go out again, I even thought about tak- 
ing sick leave. The best 
temptation is to stay far away from it. my 
mother had always told me. I had known 
all along that my desire for Angie 
wrong any way | looked at it, and learning 


way to resist 


was 


about her husband made it seem even 
worse, 
Yet, when the time came, I left. Maybe 


if I spent my time with Ed or someplace 
else far from Angie, nothing would happen. 
As luck would have it though, I met Val 
He pumped until I finally told him 
—in great detail—what had happened the 
last time I was with Angie. 

He whistled in amazement. “Man, 
got a bird’s nest on the ground!” he ex- 
claimed. “More 

What he said and the knowing look he 
were signs that I was one of the 
He would want to know what hap- 


again. 


you've 
power to you!” 


gave me 
bunch. 
pened at the next stage of the game, so I 
practically had to go through with it. 

All the way to Omaha I kept thinking of 
Angie and wondering if she really meant 
to go through with our romantic adventure. 
When I left the train, I picked up a fifth of 
Canadian Club and set out for Angie’s 
house. 

My nervousness increased the closer I 
got and finally I got off the streetcar and 
decided to walk the rest of the way. Per- 
haps that would calm me down, I thought. 
I hadn’t gone a block before I discovered 
no doubt the hottest day on 


that it was 
record, 

The sun beat down on me until my 
clothes were drenched with perspiration 


and I fairly staggered up to the door, An- 
gie greeted me, looking cool as a stick of 
peppermint in a summery white dress. 

It was all I could do to flop on the sofa, 
feeling as if I’d been heaving coal all day. 
My head whirled and I felt limp and sticky, 
far from the romantic partner I had in- 
tended being. 

But in the cool parlor I soon recovered 
enough to really appreciate Angie’s allur- 
ing beauty. She took the bottle from me, 
reading the label as she went into the 
kitchen. “You remembered!” she cried, 


honey-sweet liquid. 
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laxative-stomach sweet- 
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is made from Nature’s pure vegetable 
herbs. Thoroughly but gently uncorks all 
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looks sunny again! Get Black-Draught 
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and came back to give me a quick kiss. 

I reached for her, but she eluded me. 
“Don’t be such an eager beaver.” she 
scolded. 

She returned with ice cubes and ginger 
ale in tall glasses. I realize now that she 
must have been trying to build up her 
courage, but at the time all I knew was 
that she drank as if she had a hollow leg. 
And I, like a dope. tried to keep up with 
her, afraid that if I stopped after the first 
drink as I wanted to, she might think me a 
cream puff, 

Liquor is as unpredictable as a woman. 
The very time you ¢try to get high it won't 
even make you dizzy; and when you want 
to drink and still keep a level head, that’s 
when just sniffing it will send you high as 
a Georgia pine. 

At any rate, after the third or fourth 
time, Angie’s face became strangely out of 
focus and my head seemed to be floating 
aimlessly about the room. She must have 
noticed the funny look in my eyes for she 
leaned over and put her hand on my fore- 
head. 

“Just the heat,” I murmured. 

She frowned and shook her head. “May- 
be you should eat something,” she sug- 
gested. 

We went out to the kitchen and the sight 
of the gooey, open-faced sandwiches she 
had spread out made my stomach do flip- 
flops. I smiled weakly and tried to eat one. 
That was the wrong thing to do. I gulped 
and dashed out. 





I lay down on the sofa and closed my 
eyes, determined not to be sick. Angie had 
already begun to tease me and that would 
have been the last straw. I heard her call 
my name a couple of times and that’s al] 
I remember. 

I just plain passed out... . 

When I came to, it was dark outside and 
Angie was nowhere in sight. I was still, 
little shaky when I stood up, but I managed 
to find my shoes neatly placed beside the 
sofa and I slipped them on and left. 

I never went back. I’m sure that Angie 
told Sadie what happened that day. Maybe 
they had a few laughs over it; and I’m sure 
that Sadie regarded me as a disgrace ty 
Chicago. 

But as time passed, I found that under. 
neath my chagrin at myself, I was really 
glad it turned out that way. Stealing the 
lonely wife of an elderly man who is to 
busy providing her with the things shf 
wants is nothing to be proud of. At leas! 
I don’t have bad dreams about that. 

And it seemed that Ed’s heart-to-hear 
talk sank in, after all. I made up my miné | 
I wanted to build, not tear down. 

So I spend most of my time around Ed’ 
house with a girl named Rose; I drink! 
only beer; and as for Val—I only smiled) 
when he asked me how I made out that 
day. He can think whatever he chooses) 
but he’ll never guess in a million years 
what really happened. 
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Child Care 


(Continued from Page 49) 


Sometimes the slander lie takes a more 
serious form, for instance. the case of a 
child who says an adult has criminally as- 
sauted him or committed in his presence 
some wrong of a sex nature. Law enforce- 
ment officers and court juries show a great- 
er tendency sometimes to believe the story 
of a child witness of an incident than an 
adult. But sad to relate, children are often 
liars. A number of innocent persons have 
undergone prison sentences as a result of a 
child’s slander. A child who tells slander 
lies needs psychiatrist help. Punishment 
does absolutely no good. 

There is still another kind of falsehood 
of which children are guilty. It is the 
“imitative lie.” The fault here rests square- 
ly on the shoulders of the parent who is in 
the habit of telling “white lies.” For in- 
stance. the mother who does not care to be 
bothered by a talkative neighbor sends her 
son or daughter to the front door to tell the 
uninvited guest that “mother is not at 
home.” Mother is peeping through the 
curtains of a second floor window. Many 
parents shrug off such things as daily ex- 
pedients not realizing that the child who 
partakes in the apparently harmless con- 
spiracies will resort to the same tactic him- 
self when the occasion arises. 


STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF AU. 
GUST 24, 1912, AS AMENDED BY THE ACTS OF 
MARCH 3, 1933, AND JULY 2, 1946 (Title 39, United) 
States Code, Section 233) 

Showing the Ownership, Management, and Circula 
tion of TAN, published monthly at Chicago, Illinois,” 
for October 1, 1952. 
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Publisher, John H. Johnson, 1820 South Michigan 
Avenue, Chicago, Illinois ; Editor, John H. Johnson, 
1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois; 
Managing editor, None; Business manager, None. 

2. The owner is: (If owned by a corporation, its 
name and address must be stated and also imme 
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Johnson Publishing Company, Inc., 1820 South 
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fiduciary relation, the name of the person or corp 
ration for whom such trustee is acting; also tt 
statements in the two paragraphs show the affianl' 
full knowledge and belief as to the circumstance 
and conditions under which stockholders and secur 
holders who do not appear upon the books of th 
company as trustees, hold stock and securities in! 
capacity other than that of a bona fide owner 

5. The average number of copies of each issue 
this publication sold or distributed, thr: ough th 
mails or otherwise, to paid subscribers during the ! 
months preceding the date shown above was: (TD! 
information is required from daily, weekly, se® 
weekly, and triweekly newspapers only - ; 

JOHN H. JOHNSON, ‘Publisher. 

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 29th dd 
of September, 1952. 

[SEAL] WILLIE E. MILES, Notary Public. 

(My commission expires May 26, 1956) 
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Should 
A Girl 


Propose? 
(Continued Pra + Fae 11) 


day I planned—then fervently hoped and 
prayed for. I’d crossed my fingers against 
acool, cloudy, rainy day, and the silly little 
ritual had worked, for Sunday came up 
warm, cheerful, invigorating. Not too hot. 
Nor cool. Just right for living. Just right 
to set Frank up for my proposal. 

It was a very exciting day. To another 
woman, driving out of Chicago some 80 
miles up into Michigan for a picnic in a 
cozy, forested nook of a state park might 
seem terribly unexciting. With a bunch of 
gals, yes, a picnic’s fine. But. they'd say, 
there are too many things to do, places to 
go with a male than to a national park for 
a picnic—and 80 miles to do it! 

But, I loved every minute of it. The re- 
freshing cleanness of the country air that 
smacked against my face as Frank drove 
up that morning; the hours we spent just 
lazing away the time, just talking and 
laughing, eating the lunch I had prepared. 
listening to dance bands on the radio and 
the gentle tweet-tweeting of the birds in 
the treetops. It was grand—grand to be 
away from the crowds and the smells and 
the closeness of the city. 

Frank had seemed to like it, too. As- 
sistant manager of an insurance company 
branch office, he seldom had the time to 
take a day off for a picnic. When I first 
suggested the trip, he tried to beg off and 
countered with the idea that Jackson Park 
in the city would do as well. But, I'd sold 
him on it, and Frank enjoyed every mo- 
ment of it. 

And then the big moment came. All day 
long I had plotted just how I would pop 
the question. I had it all planned out— 
just like a dramatic production. I figured 
with such a wonderful day behind us. Frank 
would be in a mellow mood as we were 
leaving the lovely woods with the blossoms 
still on the trees. 

As we walked back to the car hand 
hand, I smiled trying to muster up courage. 
Finally I started: “Frank, I’ve been mean- 
ing to talk to you about something for a 
long time—-something very important to 
both of us.” 

“Yes, baby,” he encouraged me. 

I groped for words—still all smiles but 
with my courage fading fast as I tried to 
tell Frank I wanted him to marry me. Then 
somehow I was speechless and completely 
lost. I tried to speak but no sound came 
forth. Five minutes before I knew exactly 
what I was going to say but now I was 
hopelessly tongue-tied. It had been easy 
planning to propose to Frank but when I 
needed words, they would not come forth. 

“What is it, Jane?” he asked again. “Is 
something wrong?” 





Finally I was able to regain my tongue 
but not for any proposal. Instead I stalled 
by saying: “Oh, forget it. It isn’t impor- 
tant. I'll tell you when we get home.” 

I bit my tongue and clenched my fists 
and it was all I could do to stop tears from 
coming to my eyes. 

And then before I knew it we were back 
home. We went to my apartment. Frank 
helped himself to a Coke in the refrigerator 
while I made myself comfortable in my fa- 
housecoat. My afternoon fiasco 
Then and there I decided 
I went into 


vorite 
haunted me. 
that tonight was now or never. 
the living room and sat on the sofa. Dream- 
ily I looked around the room, then squarely 
at Frank. My mind was made up. This 
time there would be no hesitation. I had 
to go through with it. Then I got up and 
walked over to the big radio-phonograph 
combination in the room. 

“Let’s listen to some records,” I sug- 
gested. 

Frank nodded silently. I didn’t ask him 
what he’d like to listen to as I usually did. 
Instead, I pulled out an album from a cab- 
inet in the combination. leafed through it 
until I found the one I wanted. then put it 
on the spindle. I turned the switch and, 
in a few seconds, a semi-classical orches- 
tration of Lover, Come Back To Me, gentle 
and romantic in violins, came through the 
speaker. I adjusted the volume—down, 
making it a dreamy sort of background. 

That was the effect I wanted, as I de- 
cided that this was the night of nights for 
Frank and myself. 

Slowly. almost with timid, mincing steps, 
I walked back to the sofa. I sat on the 
edge of the sofa. looking into Frank’s face. 

The orchestra played on—gently, grand- 
ly. Then I spoke. and there was a light 
note of urgency in my voice. 

“Frank,” I said, “will you marry me?” 

Frank was startled. His eyes blinked. as 
if he had not heard right. Bewilderment 
passed quickly over his face, however, as I 
placed a slender finger on his lips. 

“No—don’t answer me yet.” I said. “I 
want to say it all out first. I know I’m a 
woman, Frank. and that it’s conventional 
for women to let men do the asking. But. 
we've been going together four years now. 
Four grand years, Frank. The happiest of 
my life. In all that time, we’ve never had 
a serious argument. We've seen each other 
under almost all the circumstances of life, 
and we’ve still remained sweethearts.” 

I paused, trying to better assemble my 


words, keep them out of the speechy 
category. This had to be logical, roman- 


tic, convincing. I was playing now for a 
lifetime pass to happiness. 

“But, Frank, you’ve never proposed. You 
know I love you. Love you with all my 
heart and soul and body. With all that’s 
in me. And you love me, too. You've said 
so, although we seem to have reached a 
stage where we take each other for granted. 
And, that’s what frightens me. I don’t want 
us ever to lose the excitement of our love, 
Frank, never grow tired of each other; I 
want us always to be the eager couple— 
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the couple that walks into a place and peo- 
ple immediately whisper, ‘See, they’re in 
love 
| paused again. Frank sat impassively. 
nly his eyes showing that he was listening, 
leep interest, thoughtfully. 
The note of urgency rose a wee bit as I 
ied. “Time is passing for us, Frank. 
You’re 25 and I’m 23. We’re adults now. 
We're matured. We're no longer kids sub- 
to infatuations. We’ve gone steady 
years. That proves it. 
In those four years. Frank, many of our 
have married and begun raising 
families. They’re happy. They have homes. 


friends 


And, Frank, they’re wondering about us. 
You know I don’t care what they think. I 


But. I’ve been think- 
What 


just mentioned that. 
ing and wondering, too—about us. 
ire we going to do?” 
There was still no answer from Frank. 
he sensed that I was not through. I 
he was not, however, prepared for 
happened next. 
My composure broke. A note of hys- 
teria replaced the light urgency in my 
( A tear squeezed its way through 
my eyelids. 
[ don’t want to be an old maid, Frank,” 
I almost cried. “I want to marry, to settle 
down, to have kids. to cook breakfasts and 
dinners for you. to bring you your pipe and 
paper in the evening. to gently stroke your 
hair, to embrace you, to kiss you and be 
kissed by you, knowing you’re mine for- 
The words were coming faster and 
faster. “Frank. will you marry me? Let’s 
elope! Tonight!” 
TH N, the complete breakdown. Tears 
begun in a trickle became a steady flow. 
My shoulders shivered with sobs, my hands 


unsteady. I buried my head in 
Frank’s lap and cried. 
Jane—Jane, darling,” Frank finally 


iid, plainly uneasy. Crying women al- 
did something to him. He never knew 
ist what to do. He reached over my head 
into his coat pocket and dragged out a 
indkerchief. Tenderly, he raised my 
head and softly mopped at the tears. My 
yes came up to meet his and I guess there 
a mixture of shame at my immature 
breaking up and still the urgency of my 
yposal mirrored in them, 
he began again. “You know I 
love you, Honey. I'd like nothing better 
and you're the only one in 
The pause sick- 


Jane.” 





han marriage 
world I'd marry 
[ thought my heart would quit 


i me; 


iting. “But I can’t, not just yet. I’m 
able—” 

What is it, Frank? Money? I'll work. 

Pll keep on teaching ’til ’'m gray. We'll 
out—” 

Frank cut me off, his voice soft, but firm. 


dear Jane,” he said, “I want to get 
ied. But, I want to be able to have 


“jane 


to have a fine home— 
I can’t afford 
ny of those things now. That’s why I’ve 
never asked you. Please understand—” 

iV 


stop working 
secure in my work. 


But, I didn’t understand. I felt it was 
now or never. And I said so. 

“Frank,” I said slowly, “can a problem 
stand between us after four long years?” 

Frank started to say something, but he 
didn’t seem to know just what he could 
say. So, he said nothing. 

“Frank,” I picked up, “I love you with 
all I’ve got. I'll love you ’til the day I die. 
But. I can’t go on this way- 

Crying was a bad enough mistake—but 
then I made a bigger one. My temper 
flared. “I don’t think you really care at 
all. Men who are in love want to get mar- 
ried. And they don’t sit around and wait 
for a woman to propose. Do you expect 
me to keep on going with you year after 
year until your bank balance gets to just 
the point where you want it, and the stock 
market is steady and there’s no depression 
in sight? If you don’t marry me, I think 
it is time I started looking for somebody 
who will!” 

“Let’s not have a scene,” Frank said. 
“You didn’t have to propose. you know. 
You’ve been my girl long enough to know 
how I feel about marriage—and you should 
have known better than to try to force 
things. Let’s just forget it for now.” 

I saw it was useless. Frank stayed just 
a little while longer and then left with a 
perfunctory kiss. It seemed as though the 
magic had suddenly grown thin and that a 
love that might have been great was on 
the wane. 

At first, Frank came by the house as reg- 
ularly as before, but I was tense and so 
was he. Every time I thought about our 
talk. I felt humiliation welling up inside 
If he doesn’t want me, then I don’t 
Maybe he doesn’t 

Maybe I've just 


me. 
want him, I decided. 
really love me at all. 
been building air castles. 

As my distrust for him grew, I began 
questioning him sharply about everything 
he did. On the nights when I did not see 
him, I imagined he was with another girl, 
much more attractive and shrewd than I, a 
girl who would steal him away with no 
trouble at all. Sometimes I imagined him 
laughing at me for proposing, maybe tell- 
ing his friends about it, and making them 
laugh too. For the first time since we'd 
known each other, Frank and I began to 
argue bitterly. and soon he stopped tele- 
phoning or coming by. It wasn’t long be- 
fore I heard he had another sweetheart. 

If I had used my head. I would have 
gotten some good advice from a family 
friend or a marriage counselor before I 
proposed to Frank. And maybe after think- 
ing things through I would not have pro- 
posed at all. I don’t say it is always wrong 
for a woman to ask a man to marry her, 
but first she has to size up the man. Lots 
of people I know and have heard of mar- 
ried only after the woman proposed. and 
that was because the man was just too shy, 
or wasn’t sure what kind of answer he 
would get if he asked. 

But Frank was the old fashioned type 
who believed mian should take the initiative 
in all things related to romance, that he 





should have his course in life pretty well 
set before he took unto himself a wife. | 
tried to force things, and consequently | 
lost everything. My distrust for Frank 
drove him away, and my distrust was the 
direct result of my own brash act and the 
embarrassment I felt when I was turned 
down. He was a calm, level-headed man 
who knew what he wanted in life, and who 
couldn’t be rushed into anything. He want. 
ed to build a happy marriage some day, 
not just get married. And I was the girl 
he had in mind, until I ruined things 
through jealousy and misunderstanding. 
I’ve found out since that I’m not the only 
girl who has tried to jump the gun, and 
hasn’t quite made it. A friend of mine 
made the same mistake. Just because she 
had been dating the same boy for a few 
months and was treading on pink clouds, 
she assumed instantly that he felt the same 
way and came right out and proposed to 
him. Maybe he had been learning to like 
her. but at that moment it hadn’t turned 
into love. She hadn’t even given him a 
chance to think about marriage, to decide 
it was what he wanted. Why do women 
try to force themselves on men, even bhe- 
fore they are sure the men love them? 


HOULD a girl propose? 

As in any argument. any discussion, 
I guess there are pros and cons. For me 
it didn’t work out but for others it has. 

Mrs. Iona Satterfield. during the happy 
days of her marriage to fighter Bob Sat- 
terfield, told how she proposed to her man. 
She said. “Some women are willing to sit 
back and wait for the world to come knock- 
ing at their door. Sometimes that hap- 
pens, but I didn’t take any chances with 
Bob; for. you see. I’m very impatient and 
want things to happen right now, so I can 
enjoy them while I’m young.” 

She proposed and Bob accepted. 

But I, in a similar situation, was turned 
down. 

The way I feel now—after my experience 
with Frank—I’m sure there is something 
innately wrong with a marriage in which 
the woman usurps the conventional man’s 
prerogative and proposes. 

For one thing. whereas the girl may be 
in love—may honestly and sincerely be in 
love—the boy may not yet be ready. His 
reasons for waiting may be real or fancied. 
In either case, however. to rush him is dan- 
gerous. 

Many men have to build themselves up 
to the point of readiness for marriage. To 
some, the idea of giving up accustomed 
freedom for what they jokingly call “the 
hall and chain” is appalling. They’re plain 
afraid. at first. The transformation from 
this fear to eager desire for and accept 
ance of the marriage idea comes slowly. 
Perhaps. in another case, the boy likes the 
girl well enough. but has yet to reach the 
point where he is willing to forsake all 
others and cling to her until death parts 





them. A too-hasty move can—and has— 
upset the apple cart so that all hopes of 
marriage are lost. 
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pes of 


A woman’s proposal to a man may also 
prove embarrassing. By convention, it is 
the man’s right to propose. It has been 
said by a sophisticate that men are more 
romantic than women and thus should not 
be robbed of their greatest joy—the pro- 
posal. True or not, it is a fact that many 
men feel that their rights have been in- 
yaded when a woman suggests marriage. 
In few cases will a man say, “Yes.” 

If he is to wear the pants in the family, 
he wants to wear the pants when propos- 
ing time comes around. 

But regardless of pros and cons, an in- 
creasing number of women are proposing 
to their men. The big reason is this: there 
are more women than men in the United 
States. The inroads of World War II on 
manpower dramatized the problems of 
women in the world short on males. Cur- 
rently, the draft and America’s war com- 
mitments and ambitions the world over 
continually draw young, healthy, husband- 
minded men from the reserve of marriage- 
ables. 

For all the 


“rules” experts may lay 


down, for all the dictates of convention, I 
guess there will always be a minority of 
women who will go ahead and propose. 
The majority, however, will be willing to 
let the man pop the question. 

In the popular sense, overt acts calcu- 
lated to interest a boy in a certain girl are 
called flirting. In some areas of society it 
is abhorred. Yet, to some extent, every 
woman makes a proposal to a man. She 
proposes when she dresses to please him, 
when she cooks the food he likes, when she 
cheers at a ball game because she knows 
he’ll like her better if she is a sports fan. 

She is proposing that they get along, 
that they be better friends, that she likes 
being with him. And, it all grows into 
love. And, love grows into the idea of get- 
ting married. 

So, in more cases than the average man 
or woman cares to admit, when the man 
says, “Will you marry me?” he is only re- 
peating an idea that was placed in his mind 
long before by the girl of his dreams. 


THE END 





Health 


(Continued from Page 47) 
who are now sick for similar reasons. 
stead of an ulcer they may have developed 
high blood pressure, asthma, hay fever, 
mucus colitis, hives, eczema, goiter, “fe- 
male trouble,” or a host of other diseases. 

Questions which naturally and 
which also give concern to the medical pro- 
fession are what determines the nature of 
the disease developed in emotional stress, 
how can emotional stress actually produce 
the physical changes that are characteris- 
tic of diseases, and why don’t all people 
who have emotional difficulties develop 
psychosomatic diseases. 

It is believed that a person who has an 
ulcer as a solution to mental difficulties has 
had some first-hand experience with stom- 
ach trouble. Perhaps as a child he had a 
stomach ache from eating green apples and 
found that he obtained an overwhelming 
sympathy and concern from his mother. 
She petted him and made a fuss over him. 
The boy found that it was profitable to 
have something wrong with his stomach, a 
lesson that he never forgot even when 
grown. Therefore when a problem arose 
where an illness would help solve it, nat- 
urally recourse would be had to the earlier 
experience and a close approximation to a 
green-apple stomach ache is an ulcer. In 
other words, it is possible that the pattern 
of an individual’s psychosomatic disease is 
determined by a previous experience with 
a certain organ. 

The translation of an emotional problem 
into a physical complaint can be explained 
on observations we make every day. For 
instance, when we are embarrassed we 
blush and blushing is simply an increase 
of blood in the skin brought about by nerve 
impulses which cause blood vessels to en- 
large. They can also cause blood vessels to 
get smaller which explains why we get pale 
when frightened. 


In- 


arise 


Therefore continued high grade emo- 
tional experiences can alter the blood to an 
organ to such an extent that it becomes 
diseased. Just as emotion changes blood 
vessels, it also changes the secretion of cer- 
tain glands. It is proved almost beyond a 
certainty that ulcers are the result of too 
many and too strong nerve impulses going 
to the stomach, causing it to secrete too 
much acid which eats into the wall of the 
stomach, causing an ulcer. In this way 
doctors can explain how psychological 
states can cause disease; namely, by ab- 
normal stimulation of nerves that affect 
blood vessels and glands. 

There are many people who have more 
than their share of trouble and yet they 
never develop psychosomatic diseases. They 
may have the same diseases but from the 
usual causes. What is the difference be- 
tween these two groups of people? It is 
that there is a difference in personality. 
Those of the latter group have a normal 
personality while those of the former are 
neurotics who have abnormal personalities 
not enabling them to adjust to difficult 
situations. 

There are certain characteristics of neu- 
rotics by which they can be identified al- 
though we do not as yet have clear-cut 
methods of differentiating them from nor- 
mal people. Neurotics are those who can- 
not reach decisions with a minimum of de- 
lay or stress. They tire easily, they fre- 
quently change jobs, they do not enjoy 
work and are inefficient in it. The neu- 
rotic takes little pleasure in wholesome 
social relationships. 

The problem of the neurotic and his neu- 
roses is a large one. It gives a great deal 
of concern to the medical profession. The 
stresses and strains of the difficult modern 
life have developed many new neurotics 
and have thrown into bold relief those that 
have already existed. 


THE END 
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sues—lubricates dry, hardened parts—helps 
prevent cracking, soreness—reduce swelling. 
You get real comforting help. Don’t suffer 
needless torture from simple piles. Get Pazo 
for fast, wonderful relief. Ask your doctor 
about it. Suppository form—also tubes with 
perforated pile pipe for easy application. 
*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories® 





BEAUTIFUL HAIR 
For You — With 


100% PURE 
LANOLIN 


For LANOLIN is Nature's own secret revealed. 
Pure LANOLIN is the natural, easy way to 
lustrous, handsome hair. Relieves dry, itchy scalp. 
And it's so simple to use. You will enjoy this 
wonderful, quick way to thrilling hair beauty. 
Prove to yourself how attractive your hair can 
look. Order your jar of 100% USP PURE LANO- 
LIN today. Trial size $1.20. Popular half pound 
economy size for only $2.40. 
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(Continued from Page 21) 


iere we worked, but Joan came from 
town. She made no secret of the 
hat her main ambition in life was to 
isband before she was 25, or as she 
“before she started dying on the 
She would accomplish this. There 
doubt about it. She was cute with 
t of figure that boys seemed to go 
She knew just what she wanted too. 
ne steady, with a pretty good job, 
rospects. 
it what about love, Joan?” I would 
‘Would you marry a man you weren't 
with?” 


not worried about that.” she would 


ver. “If he loves me and is all the 


[ want, I'll learn to love him. But 
ing to marry the guy first. That’s 
ouble with you, Anne. You never come 

ut of the clouds. You just let life 
by. The kind of love you’re thinking 
mgs in books. And that reminds 
she added. “please try to show a 
interest in your date tonight.” 


All right—all right.” I answered, “who 
his time?” 
friend of Chuck’s. Has his own 


ng shop and is doing very well at it 
Chuck says he makes a darned good 

So maybe you'd better sit up and 
1 little notice, my friend—Anne, what 


you doing?” her voice rose sharply. 


haven’t heard a word I’ve been say- 


) I said. “But I want to 


listening.” 


” 
this new record. 


that crooner again,” she snapped. 


[ should think you’d be tired of him by 


Is that the second or third record 
worn out!” 

eard her as from another world. 
insinuatingly his voice filled the 
“I'll be faithful and ever dear”— 

imate, so warm, so like a caress. 
Joan—isn’t he wonderful? It al- 
eems as though he were singing to 


appealing all right,” Joan admit- 
idgingly. 
umily I sighed, “I feel as though he’s 


1g only to me.” 


ell you have plenty of company, hon, 
se 50 million other women feel exact- 

e same way. So where does that 
ou? No. 1 on his hit parade?” 

warning my eyes filled with 
Quickly I turned my head. 

) sorry,” Joan said contritely. “But 
sonable kid—why he’s probably got 
of mink-draped. diamond-crusted 

girls and—well honey you just 

t have a chance- 

stung to the quick. The words were 













out of my mouth before I could stop them: 
“So you don’t think I have a chance. Well 
would you like to know something? It so 
happens that I know “Mr. J” personally. 
He calls me Anne and he’s taken me out to 
dinner, not just once—but several times.” 

Joan stopped applying her lipstick and 
stared at me. Her amazement spurred me 
on. 

“Yes. Mr. J.” I said again with exag- 
gerated distinctness. “The Mr. Jules King. 
I met him when I went to New York to visit 
my cousin last Christmas.” 

Joan was sitting on the couch giving me 
her undivided attention. 

“Well, holy cow! Anne—do you mean 
you've been keeping a thing like that un- 
der your hat all this time? Holy mack- 
erel! Well. on. How did 
him?” 

I was in for it now—for better or for 
worse. “Well.” I lied, thinking fast. “my 
cousin Mary has a friend who drops in now 
and then—newspaper columnist—I forget 
what paper. I think we called him Sonny. 
Anyway one evening he invited us to go to 
Cafe Society with him. ‘Mr. J’ was appear- 
ing there at the time. Sonny asked him 
to come over to our table after he finished 
singing. Well he came over and Sonny in- 
troduced us. That was it.” 

“And after that. he asked you to have 
dinner with him?” Joan was overwhelmed. 

“Yes.” I replied. “Three different times.” 
I was getting a kick out of it now. “We 
held hands. He looked into my eyes and 
I looked into his.” I sighed deeply. 

Joan jumped up and started brushing 
The henna rinse had given it 
lovely tints. “Hm, no wonder you don’t 
go in for the local boys. You're attaching 
your little wagon to an express. Well. kid.” 
she became her practical self again. “it’s a 
cinch ‘Mr: J’ won't be taking you out to- 
night. So—oo you'll have to content your- 
self with the more common clay. Come on. 
Anne dear. get up and finish dressing. The 
boys will be here soon. Now for that fabu- 
lous perfume. Well. well—how about 
that!” She flung me a mischievous glance 
and disappeared into the bathroom. I 
turned on the radio to a program of dance 
music and began to dress carefully im- 
agining I were having a date with “Mr. J. 

“Well now. that’s the stuff the guys have 
to watch!” Anne gave me an appraising 
glance as she came back into the room. 
“That dress is really for you—very becom- 
ing.” Secretly I had to agree. The long 
slim lines of the black sheath clung just 
in the right places. It was sharply accented 
with little touches of chalky white at the 
neck and a big glittering medallion. 

“Wish I could wear that kind of a dress,” 
Joan sighed, “but I’m the buttons and bows 


go you meet 


her hair. 


type.” 
The bell rang. 
“there they are. Let them in. I'll be ready 


“Golly.” she exclaimed, 
in five minutes.” Giving myself a hurried 
glance in the mirror. I went to answer the 
door. 

“Hi Anne,” grinned big, good-natured 









Chuck. 
tle. 

“For goodness sake,” I said, both pleased 
and exasperated, “is this the first time 
you've seen me dressed up?” 

“Not like this, princess, not like this, 
Why you're a knockout.” 

“Oh don’t be silly.” I said tartly. “Come 
on in. Joan will be ready in a few minutes, 
Sit down. T’ll fix you a drink. By the way, 
where’s this dream date you dug up for 
me?” 

Chuck answered. “Oh Jim? Well. he 
had to finish up a rush job. We'll pick 
him up later. You're going to like him a 
lot, Anne. He’s really a nice guy. And | 
gave you a big buildup. so try and show a 
little interest. You know, pour it on a little 

he’s the strong. silent type.” 

“Well I'll do my best.” I answered dryly. 
“T only hope he won't be disappointed.” 


Slowly he let out a long. low whis- 


AS WE WERE about to leave, I remem- 
“~* bered the radio was still on. I walked 
over to turn it off. Just as my hand touched 
the button. the spell-weaving voice of “Mr. 
J” was filling the room once more. For a 
full second it robbed me of the power of 
motion. Then it was snapped to silence. 
Joan had come behind me and switched it 
off. Joan took my arm and was practically 
pulling me along with her. She was all 
out of breath. and talking very fast and 
excitedly as she rushed me out the door. 
Anne. You're going to get 
Chuck has a wonderful 
surprise for you. He just told me. He’s 
taking us to the Penguin Club. There’s a 
new show opening tonight and ‘Mr. J,’ 
Anne, your Jules King is the main feature 
of attraction.” 

\s I stepped into the back seat of the 
car, my thoughts in turmoil, Chuck beamed 
“Well—what do you think of the 


“Come on 
the real thing. 


broadly. 
idea?” 

“Idea?” I said in dazed fashion. “Oh 
Chuck. are you sure you're not mistaken? 
‘Mr. J’ isn’t really here, in the city, at the 
Penguin Club? Is he?” 

“You bet he is!” 

“T don’t want to go,” I said. 

“Why?” Joan’s eyes were big. “Don't 
be silly Anne! Here’s your chance to 
see him again. We'd like to meet your 
‘Mr. J’ also.” She slammed the car door. 
The gray Buick slid away from the curb. 

“Meet him?” Chuck turned an inquir- 
ing profile. 

I tried to open my mouth to say to Joan 
that what I had told her was confidential, 
but my mouth had suddenly gone dry. Joan 
was enthusing, “Anne knows him Chuck— 
personally—don’t you Anne? She met him 
a couple of months ago and wouldn't tell 
us all this time. Now isn’t that really some- 
thing? You'll ask him over to our table, 
wont you Anne?” 

I didn’t know the answer. I felt trapped 

But Joan wasn’t waiting for 
She raced on, “Gee. it'll be 
real. honest-to-goodness 


and helpless. 
an answer. 
fun meeting a 
celebrity.” 


Chuck grinned. “Where did you meet 
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this croon charmer Anne?” he asked. In 
her talkative mood, Joan begged: “Let me 
tell him.” She supplied the details of the 
story she thought was true. As for me, my 
mind kept going around in circles. Why 
had I told this silly lie? Now I was on 
the spot. If I didn’t tell them it wasn’t true 
right now, I’d have to go on pretending 
all evening. Did I dare to go through with 
the act? Then I seized on a bold thrilling 
idea. Why not try a brave, exciting thing? 
What could I lose? Suppose Jules King 
did have a million sweethearts. Why 
couldn’t / be the one in a million—if only 
for tonight. If I wanted a big time guy, 
why naturally I’d have to pull a bigtime 
deal. “Mr. J” wasn’t the kind just to fall 
in any girl’s lap. Faint heart never won 
fair lady—and faint heart never won the 
right man either. 

Jim had closed up the shop and was 
waiting outside for us when we drove up. 
As he came toward the car, I got a good 
look at him before he had a chance to ob- 
serve me. I had to admit Chuck was right. 
He was really attractive, tall and loose- 
limbed, with that deceptively lazy way of 
moving a lot of tall men have. 

“Hello,” he grinned engagingly. “I was 
afraid I’d be late—had a few last minute 
things to clear up.” 

“Hop in, fella,” 
Anne, your date. Anne meet Jim.” 

“Hello Anne. I’m glad to you. 
Chuck’s told me such a lot about you.” 

“Really?” I replied. “You mustn’t be- 
lieve all you hear.” 

Chuck caught Jim’s eye and grinned. 
“Treat her gently, old boy. She’s very shy.” 

Two warm brown eyes smiled into mine. 
I found myself smiling back. 

“We plan on going to the Penguin Club,” 
said Joan turning around. “That all right 
with you, Jim?” 

“That’s great!” 
stunning floor 
food.” 

“And guess 
tonight,” Joan 
larly known as 


This is 


said Chuck. 


meet 


“They have a 
really 


Jim said. 
show- and good 
who’s the main attraction 
said—“Jules King—popu- 
‘Mr. J.2. And guess who 
knows him personally. Our friend, Anne.” 

“Well, that’s fine,” Jim’s eyes twinkled 
in my direction. “Maybe she'll introduce 
us.” 

My heart bounced as I thought of my 
planned invasion. 

“You might have a little competition 
there, boy,” Chuck said. “Think you can 
handle it? 

Jim was smiling at me. “Competition?” 
he said with his pleasant voice. ‘“That’s 
my favorite.” His warm fingers pressed 
mine as we sat together there on the back 
seat. I suddenly felt absurdly happy. 

We arrived at the club in plenty of 
time before the first show—plenty of time, 
that is, for me to carry out my little scheme. 
The band played softly, insinuatingly with 
just enough of a beat to make you want to 
dance. 

“Let’s have dinner first,” Chuck said. 
‘Tm a growing bo d need lots of vita- 

a growing boy and n vita 
mins.” 
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YOU'LL SEE AND FEEL A THRILLING 











DIFFERENCE IN 3 DAYS OR MONEY BACK! 


Are you one of thousands and thousands of women whose hair 
is so dry and brittle that pieces of hair break off and the ends 
split, giving hair a dull, frizzly, short look and a skimpy, coarse, 
rough, hard feel? Now there is new help and hope for you with 
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longer appearance and 


amazing LONG AID FOR THE 


men with a richer, thicker, 
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TO BE SET TO MUSIC 


Send Your Poems Today For Free Examination to 


J. CHAS. McNEIL 


A. B. MASTER OF MUSIC 
510-E So. Alexandria, Los Angeles 5, Calif. 
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Now you can shampoo and color your hair the 

same time with SHAMPO-KOLOR, any shade. 

No dyed look, permits permanent. Simple, cau- 

tion: use only as directed on label.—Most lasting. 
Write for Free Booklet. 
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Gr~; DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 
RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 


Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi- 
ness or Your Loved Ones? Our Remarkable 
New Discovery Quickly and Easily Helps 
Bring Relief From All Desire For Liquor! 
With This Craving For Liquor Gone, No 
Will Power Is Necessary To Stop Drink- 
ing. This Is Strictly A Home Method! 
Easy To Take! Nothing Like It Before! 
You Can Go To Business And Carry On 
Your Social Life As Usual, While Using Our Method! May be 
used secretly for whiskey, wine or beer! Improvement Is 
Noticed In A Remarkably Short Time. The Price !s Amaz- 
ingly Low! Only $10.00 For The Entire Method, Formula and 
Instructions! This Is The Only Method That Guar- 
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Do You Want To 
Make Men OBEY YOU? 


Do you want to make him 
love you wildly, fiercely? Do 
you want to make him say, 
“Darling, I adore you. I wor- 
ship you. I'll do ANYTHING 
for YOU!’’ Do you want to 
make him OBEY your every 
command? Then use CHEZ- 
ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
help you CONTROL Men. 

ne woman told me that 
CHEZ-ELLE is the STRONG- 
EST perfume she ever used. 
Another woman told us that 
she blesses the day she first 
used CHEZ-ELLE, because 
now her husband comes 
home at night to help her. 

Just send me your name and address and I will rush 
a Trial Bottle of CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
you. When the postman delivers CHEZ-ELLE in a plain 
package, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for $5) with 
him on this GUARANTEE. Use CHEZ-ELLE for 10 
days. If you don’t agree that CHEZ-ELLE is the most 
POWERFUL perfume you ever used, return it and I'll 
send your $2 right back. Write NOW to 


TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., Dept. 103-XC, New York 13 
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he waitresses had dainty handkerchiefs 
ranged in the shape of a flower fastened 
one shoulder of their uniforms. Below 
e were little name plates. Our waitress’ 
ne was Josephine. When Chuck had 
her our order, I asked her would she 
ke a note in to Mr. Jules King for me. I 
xht the beat of my heart must be 
lible as Chuck, Joan and Jim watched 
e dig in my bag for my small memo 
and tear out a tiny page. Jim handed 
a fountain pen, uncapped. I wrote 
ut hesitation the words I had been 
g together. 
Juley darling,” I wrote. “I must see 
before the show about something ter- 
important— AI] my love, Anne.” 
a thrill it was just writing it and 
nowing he would at least look at this 
personal, intimate little note from me. I 
figured I’d have a better chance—writing 
i note like that. I knew that celebrities 
n the habit of meeting so many peo- 
ple, they could not possibly remember them 
|. If I were daring and made the note 
d a bit possessive, he might think I 
someone he really ought to remember. 
[f he was halfway human he wouldn’t want 
take the risk of snubbing someone he 
illy ought to remember. That was the 
[ reasoned. My scheme worked out 
well. I handed the message to Jose- 
phine when she brought us the clam chow- 
der. She was back in a few minutes to 
t me to his dressing room. Jim had 
stood up as if to go with me, but I put a 
hand on his arm and said, “I 


He nodded 


W hat 


detaining 
think I’d better go alone Jim.” 
ind sat down again. 

[t was a small, narrow room in which I 
found myself. It was close and cluttered. 
Mirrors stretched clear along the walls and 
below the mirrors a long, shallow dressing 
table extended from one end to the other, 
holding a disarray of theatrical make-up. 

\ly idol was sitting before the mirror in 
1 bathrobe applying eye shadow. I stood 
in back of him. He looked at me through 

mirror and smiling easily said, “Just a 
ite honey.” I was a little shocked at 
his face, so artificial with pancake makeup. 
\ second later he was on his feet, taking 
f my hands in both of his, and talking 
very fast clip. 
Well, well, Anne baby, when did you 
irrive in town? What do you know? Girl 
e looking ten years younger at least! 
What are you doing to yourself? Sorry I 
kiss you with all this mess on my 
face. Girl you’re as pretty as a peach. 
What have done to yourself? Speak up 
what do you know? Lord you're not 
ng bashful in your old age.” 

little overwhelmed with this 
ier-than-expected reception. “ ‘Mr. 
[ began somewhat weakly, “I hope— 
ell | hope you won’t be angry with me— 
ee I’m not the Anne you think I am. 
I n you’re mistaking me for someone 
You don’t know me from Eve but— 
I’ve got a little problem I wanted to speak 

in fact I had to see you.” 
He grinned 


| was a 


about 
Well, wadda ya know!” 


(4 


good-naturedly. “Well whoever you are 
dear, you’re a very special number.” His 
eyes traveled over me in keen approval. 
“Grab a chair and tell me what’s bothering 
your pretty little head.” 

Of course I was moving as in a dream. 
I could hardly believe that this was hap- 
pening to me, Anne Moore, sitting in front 
of the long dressing table, gazing into the 
mirror at this man [| adored. sitting near 
enough to touch him as he bent toward the 
glass preparing to blue shade the other 
eyelid. He gave me an encouraging wink. 
“C’mon baby, tell Juley your troubles.” 

So I told him, falteringly at first, but 
gathering courage as I saw his shoulders 
begin to shake with huge appreciation at 
my audacity. Pretty soon he was laughing 
aloud. “Well Anne, you little devil you. 
That is precious. Girl, you’d make a good 
actress, wouldn’t you now. So you want 
‘Mr. J’ to play along with you and make 
up to your friends out there, huh? Where 
are you sitting dear?” I was in seventh 
bliss. He was going to play along with me. 

“Right in the middle of the room. near 
the floor show,” I said happily. “I didn’t 
want to miss a word or gesture.” This time 
I looked, with growing awareness of my 
feminine charm, straight into his eyes. I 
was close enough to kiss him. He looked 
at me with all the suggestiveness a woman 
could desire. “Lord! You're a sweet doll! 
I'll find your table baby—between shows,” 
he promised. His voice was husky. On the 
way back to my table there were stars in 
my eyes, and angels singing tunes in my 


head. 


OAN, CHUCK and Jim were halfway 

through their dinners when I got back 
to the table. I said with a masterly at- 
tempt at being casual. “I told Juley I'd 
like him to meet you so he’s coming over 
between the shows.” 

Joan said, “That will be terrific.” Jim 
merely looked at me as if to read my mind. 
Chuck said, “It’s nice to know a little lady 
like you who gets around.” 

The floor show got under way and the 
chorus girls must have been glowing with 
glamour, for I heard Chuck whistle and 
Joan murmur as from a cloud, “Whee, 
what gorgeous costumes.” But I had no 
interest in the leg show. I did not par- 
ticipate in the applause and the thumping 
on tables with the little colored knockers 
our waitress had passed to us, until there 
was a sudden subtle change in the lighting 
effects, a special darkening of the stage 
area, an extra fanfare and the master of 
ceremonies was presenting “Mr. J” with a 
“Ladies and Gentlemen we give you Jules 
King, Crown Prince of Song.” 

I was suddenly conscious of Jim’s eyes 
upon me in the semi-darkness of the room. 
But then my “Mr. J” was standing there 
on the raised centerpiece, his face theatri- 
cally handsome as the spotlight focused 
upon it and followed his expressive hands 
as he began to sing beautifully, sensuously 
with that throb in his voice, a voice that 


spoke of love. I had been close to him, 





close enough to feel him breathe. He had 
spoken to me, looked at me with admira. 
tion, smiled at me with appreciation and 
now everything else was forgotten as my 
heart listened and it seemed that this was 
my moment triumphant—that now indeed 
he was singing for me alone. The song 
ended and a roar of applause broke out. 
He sang again. It was several encores 
later that I turned beamingly toward Jim. 
“He’s wonderful. Doesn’t he sing beauti- 
fully?” 

“He’s all right I guess,” he replied slow. 
ly. 

“Same here,” cried Chuck. “I’m a Cros. 
by man myself. But how the women go 
for him.” 

“And why not?” cried Joan, “he’s hand- 
some, rich, has a beautiful voice. Who 
could ask for more? His job is making us 
happy.” She grinned wickedly. “Darling, 
he just gets us in the mood so we'll be 
pushovers for you men.” 

“In that case,” said Chuck, “we really 
are indebted to him. How about that, 
Jim?” 

“Well, I’ve managed to get by without 
him so far,” answered Jim. “Dance, | 
Anne?” 

Wordlessly I arose and slipped into his 
“Anne.” Jim began, “you really do 


arms. 
go for this singer don’t you? Seriously | 
mean.” 


He must have felt my heart thumping so 
close to his. “Jim,” I replied, “it really 
doesn’t mean a thing. Why, every woman 
who listens to him thinks he’s singing only 
to her. It’s because he projects so wonder- 
fully.” 

Jim said, “I watched your face while he 
sang. You were a million miles away.” 

I replied lightly. “Well that’s the way 
he makes every woman feel. That’s why 
they buy his records. get his autograph, 
tear his clothes off.” 

“Maybe so. But if every girl carries a = 













torch like you, he must be a pretty busy 
guy,” Jim answered. As the dance ended, 
he looked at me searchingly. “Anne, how 
well do you know this cat?” 

My answer did not click with what I had 
told Joan. I wanted to throw him off the 
trail. “Oh. a long time Jimmy. You see 
he’s really nothing to me. I knew him 
when! Long before he became famous.” 

Just as we got back to our table and sat — 
down, “Mr. J” came striding up. In the 
beautiful Terrace Room, heads turned, the 
eyes of women followed him, and our table 
became the center of curiosity and attrac- 
tion. There was a mixed hubbub of voices 
all around and from somewhere in the 
room the brief lightning of a photogra- 
pher’s camera flashed upon our suddenly 
conspicuous little group. 

From that time on I know only vaguely 
what I said or did. Between Jim and “Mr. 
J” and the excitement of his dramatic ar- 
rival at our table, I was high without hav- 
ing had a drop. I seem to remember a 
voice strangely unfamiliar that said, “Joan, 


neers: 


INERT 





Chuck, Jim—Jules King. the Great—” 
And then “Mr. J” said something like, 
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“Glad to meet Anne’s friends. Great little 
girl, Anne.” 

Chuck, his voice regained, blurted out, 
“Sit down man, and have a drink.” 

“Mr. J” signalled Josephine with a 
great flourish— “Bring us some drinks, 
darling.” And to us, “Have anything you 
want. You're my guests tonight. Give 
them what they want Jo and bring me the 
check. What’ll you have now—order up, 
the party’s on me. Yes, that’s a great little 
Anne.” 

He was looking at me that wonderful 
Jim was looking at me too. I 
wanted to scream. Instead I found refuge 
inmy drink. It released me. I began tell- 
ing myself there was nothing like a drink. 
So I ordered a double Scotch, then another. 

Then I was floating. floating and didn’t 
care at the moment if I ever came down to 
earth again. Jim’s voice sounded from far 
away, though his lips seemed close to my 
ear. “Please eat something Anne honey. 
Don’t you think you’ve had enough to 
drink?” But I was looking across into 
the admiring brown depths of “Mr. J”’s 
eyes which seemed to flash, “You sure can 
take it baby.”’ So I ordered another Scotch. 


way again. 


DIDN’T KNOW anything after that 

until I awoke and found myself in my 
studio bed at exactly noon by the clock, 
with the sun streaming in my window. I 
lay there realizing that it was Sunday. 
They must have carried me home last night. 
Joan had had to undress me and I was 
experiencing for the first time, a real, hon- 
est-to-goodness hangover. 

Joan wasn’t moving about. She must 
have gone to church. I got up and fixed 
myself a cup of steaming black coffee and 
drank it bitter, thinking all the while I 
drank—was I glad or sorry about last 
night? I couldn’t decide. 

Joan telephoned at one. So I had come 
to life again. How was I feeling? No 
headache? How did it feel to really knock 
yourself out. She’d have to try it some 
time. Chuck had been mildly surprised 
and slightly amused. Jim had been con- 
cerned. “Mr. J?” Well didn’t I remem- 
ber? I didn’t remember that I had jumped 
up and kissed “Mr. J” lingeringly before 
he left our table to go back for his second 
show? I blushed at the thought. Right 
there in the Terrace Room? In front of 
all those inquisitive, buzzing people! 
“Right there. You really let him have it 
dear.” 

“My God! What did Jim say?” 

“Oh Jim’s a really smooth character. He 
was a lot of help. Tell you more when | 
get home. Just wanted to know how you 
were. I’m having lunch with Chuck. By 
the way Anne, we’re having chicken for 
dinner. Did you know I left it on in the 
pressure cooker?” 

“Oh yes, I saw it. 
her, 

“Good. That'll straighten you out. Well 
okay, chick—see you later. Let me get off 
this wire. I bet Jim’s burning up trying 
to get you. S’long.” 


I made coffee,” I told 


But I wasn’t thinking of Jim when I put 
down the receiver. I took it up immedi- 
ately and called Information. “Penguin 
Club, please?” I drummed with nervous 
fingers on the phone table. Then I dialed. 
An impersonal, cool female voice answered. 
“Mr. King? I'll see if he’s around.” 

A few seconds later, “Sorry, he’s in re- 
Any message?” 

“Will you tell him— 
Ask him to 


hearsal. 

I was breathless. 
tell him Anne Moore called. 
call me back at this number.” 

I gave the number and put down the 
receiver after the cool voice said, “I will 
tell him.” 

The moment I hung up, Jim called. 
“Say,” he said, “you’re certainly keeping 
this line busy. How do you feel the day 
after the night before? Aren’t you kind of 
swell-headed ?” 

“Oh, I’m fine now thank you. The black 
coffee did the trick. Jimmy I’m so ashamed 
of me.” I was coy. 

“Skip it,” he said. “It happens in the 
best of families. See you this evening?” 

“Well—er.” I thought of the anticipated 
call from “Mr. J.” “Suppose you call me 
back at six o’clock.” 

“On the dot. Till then 
both hung up. 

“Mr. J” hadn’t called by six, so I told 
Jim to come on over for dinner when he 
called right on the dot as he had promised. 
He got there in twenty minutes. He took 
me right into his arms and kissed me the 
minute he came in the door. It was a long 
kiss and it was sweet. I warmed up to it 
in spite of myself. He put me from him. 
looking at me at arm’s length. “This is it 
for me,” he said. “What about you. dar- 








” Jim said. We 


ling?” I didn’t answer, but I kissed him 
back. We sat and talked a while. 


About a quarter of an hour later, Joan 
and Chuck came in and all of us stirred 
around getting dinner together. The boys 
opened up the bridge table and set it. Joan 
and I brought the food on steaming. As 
we sat down, Joan said, “Care for a little 
wine, anybody?” 

“Not me!” I was emphatic. 

Joan passed the glasses with the bottle 
to Chuck and Jim, then poured her own. 
She looked around the table beaming. 

“How about a toast to the four of us?” 

I reached for my grapefruit juice. 

Chuck said, “Good idea. May this quar- 
tet change, only to become two duets.” We 
drank, laughing. It was a nice evening 


but there was one little incident. As the 
four of us were talking and kidding 


around, the telephone rang. I jumped up 
too quickly, lost balance and plopped down 
again into the chair. trembling. 

Jim, quick and solicitous, exclaimed, 
“What's the matter. darling?” 

Joan picked up the receiver. It was the 
wrong number. 

I called the Penguin Club every day of 
the week “Mr. J” was singing there, but he 
was either not there yet, or in rehearsal, 
or otherwise busily engaged. I did not 
leave any name or ask that he call me 
back though after that Sunday. So he left 


the city without my getting another chance 
to see him. 

Jim and I dated often. Sometimes we 
double-dated with Joan and Chuck, but 
much of the time we were alone. We dis- 
covered that we had a great deal in com- 
mon. We both liked long rides in the 
country, exploring out-of-the-way places. 
We disagreed about a few things too. I 
liked modern art. He hated it. I liked the 
Cleveland Indians. He was a Yankee fan. 

All the while, I knew that Jim was get- 
ting more serious about me. But my lack 
of response and my evasiveness made him 
more and more unhappy. Sometimes when 
he was talking to me, he would interrupt 
himself to say, “Anne, what are you think- 
ing about? You act as if your mind were 
a million miles away.” 

I could have answered. 
Jim—just as far away as ‘Mr. J.” 
never replied. 

Jim proposed to me several times, and 
each time I refused him he was further in 
the dumps. I still listened at long inter- 
vals to “Mr. J’s” recordings especially 
when Joan was not at home, and when 
Chuck and Jim were not around. 

One day I was listening to his latest 
recording which had become my favorite, 
I’m Yours. I had already played it three 
times when Joan came in unexpectedly and 
it was spinning around for the fourth time. 
Joan said breezily, “Oh! That guy is here 
again.” 

I wasn’t in the best of moods. I turned 
on her and said, “Look Joan, I haven’t 
bothered you with this guy for a long time. 
I don’t listen to him when you're around. 
I didn’t hear you come in or I'd have 
turned this off right away.” 

“Oh, don’t mind me.” Joan replied good- 
naturedly, “Only Anne. I thought you’d 
gotten him out of your system that night at 
the Penguin Club.” 

I pouted, “Well, now you know I didn’t.” 

“You ought to have. Anne. We had 
enough of him. He ought to shut up when 
he stops singing. Runs his mouth 
much.” 

I sat up and took notice. “Runs his 
mouth too much? About what?” 

It seemed to me Joan became cautious. 
“Oh, a little bit of everything. He just 
overdoes the thing. I really got enough of 
the Jules King brand of personality. You 
didn’t hear half he was saying. You kind 
of left us, so to speak.” I just stared at 
her. “Of course Anne.” she went on, “I’m 
not interfering with your business, but 
you'll never find a nicer guy than Jim 
Price—anywhere! I’ve got to run. I just 
came back for the tickets. Chuck’s wait- 
ing for me downstairs in the car. So long, 


kid.” 


“Not a million, 


But I 


too 


‘HEN SHE HAD gone, I took out all 
my Jules King records and began to 
spread them over half the studio couch, 
studying the labels to see which ones I 
wanted to play. As I picked up Don’t Cr) 
For Me, the bell rang and I began to 
gather them hastily together. As the bell 
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He 


ng You don’t 


n't take it so to heart Anne. 


too soon again—a signal of impa- 
[ murmured to myself, “Oh I should 
’ and hastened to open the door. 

1 came into the room. “I finished the 
lding job a little sooner than I expected, 
I’m early.” he said. “What were you 

Oh brother. am I tired.” 
at not too lightly on the edge of the 
before I could say, “Wait a minute, 
Something cracked under him. I 
“Oh Jim, Jim, you’ve broken my 

1!” | broke down and began to sob 

child. 

Now, look here,” Jim said. “What is 
Is it a collector’s item? For Pete’s 
Anne, will you stop crying. I can 
nother one, can’t 1?” 
put a few pieces together and looked 


label. “Oh, it’s that fellow!” His 
was contemptuous. 
Yes, it’s that fellow,” I raged. “That’s 


you all say. It’s gotten so I can’t 
mention his name around here.” 
stood in the middle of the room and 
d at me amazed. “Why, no one wants 
thibit you in the least, Anne, and espe- 
not Go on and talk about the 
as much as you want to.” 
jut I was not finished raging. “You all 
you don’t like him. Oh I know very 
why you didn’t care for him. You 
jealous because you saw how much 
ked me. He was wonderful to me, a 
good sport and a gentleman.” 
Hm, that’s interesting.” 
ifted one quizzical eyebrow. “Yes, I 
he nice to you when you 
back to his dressing room to see him. 
[ think we'd have liked him better if he 
told us why.” 
pun around, “Told you what?” 
looked at me as though he thought 
is kidding. 
t really know that he spilled the whole 
right at the table there? About how 
wrote the note begging him to see you 


me. 


Good sport! 


was 


ose 
} 


“Come now, Anne, you 


how he magnanimously consented to 
over to our table to help you to keep 
Gee! You were laugh- 
But I 


too gone to real- 


ur little ruse. 
right along with us at the time. 

you were too high 
hat it was all about.” 
faced him, with eyes blazing. “Jim 
I don’t believe a word of it.” 
shrugged, “Okay, okay. Don’t take 
Just ask Chuck and Joan.” 
“Oh, I know you'll all say 
ame thing. You think because I was 
gh that night you can tell me any- 
want me to like him. 
|. l like him. ’'m mad about him. And 

t believe he—he did what you're say- 


word. 


was stung. 


Believe what you like. But how did I 
then, if he didn’t tell us, that you 
ever really met him before that night. 

re he told us that, I had no reason to 
your story that you and he practi- 
crew up together.” 

Jim said, 

He’s not 


was silent and miserable. 








for you. He likes too many women. And 
here I am begging for the chance to make 
you happy if I can.” 

I said petulantly, “Leave me alone Jim.” 
Then quickly, “I’m sorry. But I think I'd 
rather be alone this evening. I want to lie 
down. I have such a headache.” 

There was bitterness in his voice. “Okay, 
if that’s the way you like it. I’m not in the 
habit of hanging around where I’m not 
wanted. Call me sometime when you're 
feeling in the mood. Good night.” He 
picked up his package and left. 

Eventually we patched that one up over 
the telephone. But from that evening on, 
the subject of “Mr. J” was a sore and 
tender point and the shadow of “Mr. J” 
lay between us. 

So when I learned that “Mr. J” was com- 
ing back to the Penguin Club for a three- 
night return engagement, I spent a whole 
week trying to summon up the nerve to ask 
Jim to take me there. I couldn’t ask Chuck 
and Joan who were so loyal to Jim. But I 
didn’t care what they had said about “Mr. 
J.” I was desperate to see him again. 

I was feverish, fidgety. restless as Friday, 
his first night, came and went. By Satur- 
day afternoon I had talked myself into 
asking Jim to take me. Maybe—perhaps 
he would. 

But when I broached the idea over the 
phone Saturday evening, Jim did not let 
me finish talking. He hit the ceiling. “Not 
on your life, Anne. Get some other sucker 
to take you to the Penguin Club tonight. 
I’m going to be busy.” 

He slammed the receiver down before I 
could say another word. So I decided that 
I would have to go alone. But first I would 
call the club. This time I might be lucky. 
I was. 

“This is Jules King, speaking.” said the 
voice I was hungry for. “Who is this? 


Who? Anne baby, when did you arrive in 
town? Lord girl, you sound twenty years 


younger—I bet you’re looking pretty as a 
peach—What? Wrong party? Here at the 
club, last engagement?” 

There was a slight 
voice—"Oh now. I remember. 
the chick who took me home—put me to 
bed after the last show was over. Isn’t 
Girl. quit kidding 
I'll buy you a 


hesitation in his 


You were 


your name Josephine? 
and come on down here. 
drink.” 

It was at that point that I didn’t want to 
hear any more. So this was the great “Mr. 
J.” Right then and there I felt. as Joan, 
that I had had quite enough of the Jules 
King personality. The singing voice might 
be beautiful—but having a little contact at 
first range could destroy your whole, built- 
up feeling about his voice. It happened in 
that moment. So I merely said, “Never 
mind. Just skip it will you? Goodby ‘Mr. 
J’ the Jiver—in short MR. JIVE!” 

He was saying, “Wait a minute, girl now 

-that voice of yours—it sure is familiar 
did you say Anne?” 

I couldn’t have dreamed before that the 
time would ever come when I would have 











the chance or the urge to hang up without 
a tremor on the voice of the incomparable 
“Mr. J.” The phone rang right back. A 
voice began to sing immediately in a rich, 
round wonderful baritone that brought the 
tears springing to my eyes. The voice was 
singing, “From the bottom of my heart 
dear, I apologize.” I listened and my heart 
was in it. At the end I said, “Bravo, my 
darling. What’s more I love you.” 

The voice said, “Hold everything. [ll 
be there in ten minutes.” He made it in 
five. 

My arms were around his neck the in- 
stant he came into the room. He drew me 


closer. There was a long silence of kiss- 
ing. “Anne!” he said when there was 


breath for talking. “Anne, my adorable, 
I love you so much. I'll never let you go.” 

“Jim.” I said, “you’re wonderful, Jim. 
And that voice of yours—what a voice, 
You never sang for me before. Why didn’t 
you?” 

He grinned adorably. “Slight complex 
maybe cause on account of I didn’t think 
I could compete with the master.” He 
looked at me suspiciously, “Say young 
woman, you haven’t fallen in love with me 
so suddenly just because of my singing 
have you?” His face darkened. “Because 
if that’s it—” 

I shushed him, “No, no darling. I’m 
through with being in love with only a 
voice. I got him out of my system but 
fast.” 

Jim looked inquiring. “ ‘Mr. J’? 


come?” 


How 


“Simple. I called him up after I talked 
to you. Putting together the way he talked 
and what you told me about him, I added 
up and realized what a faker he is. He's 
only got the voice. You’ve got a wonder- 
ful voice, plus the personality, plus—oh I 
don’t know—that something you can’t de- 
scribe that makes you a great guy named 
Jim.” 

“There’s something you haven’t thouglit 
of.” Jim smiled. 

“What is it darling?” 

“My name’s Jim. I’m ‘Mr. J’ too? Your 
one and only ‘Mr. J.’ Exclusively yours.” 

I looked at him a long moment. Sud- 
denly I gasped. 

“What is it darling?” he asked. 

But I couldn’t tell him. He might not 
like it. For I had just realized how blind- 
ed with hero worship I had actually been. 
Not to have seen it before! Jim was the 
image of “Mr. J.”—the same warm brown 
eyes, that flashing smile which you were 
compelled to return, the same beautifully- 
molded face—without the makeup. If ever 
two people looked alike—! He was every: 
thing I wanted—“Mr. J” without the Jive. 
I was ecstatic as I put my arms around 
his neck and murmured, “Nothing's the 
matter Jim. Everything is so right. You're 














my ‘Mr. J’ exclusively, I was only making 
the great discovery of just how much I 
really love you.” 


THE END 
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(Continued from Page 29) 


with Paul Robeson in the British film, 
Song of Freedom. It proved such good box 
office. that British Lion in 1937, followed 
it up with Big Fella, again co-starring 
Robeson and myself. London Films signed 
me for Over the Moon with Merle Oberon 
in February, 1938. 

With the advent of the war, I, like other 
American artists. elected to stick it out in 
London. Together with Evelyn Laye, 
Beatrice Lillie. Kay Hammond. Michael 
Wilding, Dame Edith Evans, John Gielgud 
and others, I toured Army and Royal Air 
Force camps in Britain entertaining the 
boys in khaki and blue. That was the be- 
ginning of my association with the legiti- 
mate theatre, for in 1941, I got my first role 
in a straight play, No Time For Comedy. 
In the cast were Rex Harrison, Lilli Pal- 
mer and Diana Wynyard. Drama critics 
wrote of me: “She was excellent . dis- 
playing deep feeling and sensitivity for 
dramatic acting.” Since then, I have con- 
tinued to appear in musical productions 
and have been hailed as one of Britain’s 
outstanding revue stars. 

At the moment, I am playing in Penny 
Plain an intimate revue at the St. Martin’s 
Theatre with Joyce Grenfell and Max Ad- 
rian. Some critics seem to think Penny 
Plain is in for another of those long runs 
that characterize “any revues starring Lis.” 
Other revues in which I have starred in- 
clude Tuppence Coloured in 1947, and 
Oranges and Lemons in 1948. In 1943, I 
played with Mary Ellis, Peter Graves and 
Raymond Lovell in Ivor Novello’s Arc de 
Triomphe; by then Ivor and I had become 
great friends. 

Britain’s other great theatrical personal- 
ity, Noel Coward, is also a close friend. I 
have known him even longer than Ivor, for 
it was in the hectic thirties when the night 
life of Paris was really gay, and one 
rubbed shoulders nightly with the fabulous 
“400” which have now become legendary. 
I treasure a bust of Noel done by the fa- 
mous woman author, artist and poet, Clem- 
ence Dane, which has a prominent place in 
my studio flat off Knightsbridge. 

I live simply and there are no frills about 
me. I cook my own meals, 
salads and cheese and other times highly- 
flavored casseroles. When I give parties 
small or large, I always prepare my own 
dishes, which range from French, Italian, 
American, Spanish, to English. I also bake. 
Friends are always asking: “Lis when are 
you baking again?” 


sometimes, 


AM the product of an interracial mar- 
riage. My mother was a Scotswoman 
from Leith near Edinburgh and my father 


was of African and Red Indian stock, born 
in Wilmington, Delaware. Therefore, I 
consider such marriage natural; for love 
has no barriers and should not be hin- 
dered by laws. Certainly I shall always 
champion the cause of the colored peoples 
and any other minority group in their fight 
for a decent way of life. 

But more important to me are the prob- 
lems affecting women. This is a subject 
that crops up very often today. Women 
have now entered into fields which even up 
till prewar were considered to be reserved 
for men only. I am sure that colored 
women in America and elsewhere, in com- 
mon with all other women, will make ca- 
reers for themselves with the men, not as 
female freaks but as equal partners. 

My life as a career woman has been in 
general a very happy one. Living alone 
all these years I’ve loved it. I find that as 
a bachelor woman the comfort of my home 
is my great love, and it is to this great love 


that I always enjoy coming back, be it 
from a wonderful trip abroad, or a gay 


party, or just from a day’s work. 

You may ask me if I had to choose a 
what qualities would I look 
first of all, I 
He would 


an under- 


partner now, 
for in him? 
would know 
have to have 


I would say, 
him as a friend. 
a sense of humour. 
standing for the life of theatre folk, and a 
liking for people in general. Of course, I 
would always hope there’d be money at- 
tached and he would have to have business 
interests of his own. He would have to 
recognize my moods by pretending they 
didn’t exist. Add all that up and you will 
see the reason why I live alone and love it! 

Okay, for the girl definitely husband- 
hunting, I can set forth some basic rules 
that might be of help. They are from my 
own “Book of Experiences With Men,” as 
I like to term these ideas. Always see your- 
self in your mirror with true eyes, and see 
that it’s a full-length mirror. Look after 
your skin, that means all of it. Dress with 
taste, so that your mirror will reflect you 
at your best. That goes for the outer ap- 
pearance. 

Now turn the mirror on your inner self— 
you. Try to have a variety of interests, but 
have interests. Knowing men you 
must be able to hold a conversation with 
them besides being a good listener which 
men always expect women to be. Learn to 
like people, and liking people, you will be 
able to meet them without fidgeting and 
wanting to run away. Above all, learn to 
like other women because a woman who 
only wants men to like her usually ends up 
being disliked by both. 

If you feel as a person you’re not com- 
plete, do something about it. Look around 
you and see what attractions other women 
have. We can’t copy them all—but we can 
borrow a few points. I remember when I 
first went to sing at Chez Florence in Paris. 
I was very young and very excited about 


your 


singing nightly to a room full of titled 
Europeans, Britain’s lords and _ ladies, 


American heiresses and society hostesses, 
and great names in both theatre and films. 
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Twin Glamour Twist 
Buns may be worn 
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God WANTS YOU 


Happy! Are you facing difficult Prob- 
lems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troub les? Love or 
Family Troubles? Worried? Drink? Unhappiness of 
any kind? Would you like more Happiness. Success 
and ‘‘Good Fortune”’ in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, here is wonderful NEWS of a remarka- 
ble NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping thousands 
to glorious NEW happiness and joy! 

Just clip this Message now and mail with your name, 
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The Whole Family Needs This 
Better Medicated Scalp Ointment! 


Here's amazing new 
scalp comfert for every 
man, woman and child 
who is nagged, embar- 
rassed and tortured by 
the itching of dry, dan- 
druffy, tender, irritated, 
mangy scalp! Scratching 
this condition looks ter- 
rible, can cause infection 
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and hair loss, hinders 
nature’s healing and in- 
terferes with your having a normal, healthy 
scalp and lustrous, handsome hair! Because 


marvelous new Long Aid SULPHUR For 
The Scalp contains BOTH SULPHUR and 
LANOLIN with other specially formulated 
ingredients, it gives faster, more soothing 
relief to the tenderness, soreness and itch- 
ing of sarcoptic mange, scalp eczema, dan- 
druff crusts and many externally caused 
scalp rashes and bumps. Lubricates the 
dryness too! Prove its wonderful actions for 
yourself. It's guaranteed! Use — = 
SULPHUR For The Scalp only 3 nights, 
it isn’t the most blessed scalp Seales 
you've ever had, if you can't tell a wonder- 
ful difference in your scalp and hair, ALL 
YOUR MONEY — Rush order todav. 
Send only $1.00 plus 20c tax (total: $1.20) 
for large jar of ng Aid SULPHUR post- 
aid. Or sent C.O.D. plus postal charges. 
ave 25c by sending money with order. 
Keystone Co, Dept. SE-8, Memphis, Tenn. 
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| watched them all, watched their elegance, 
poise, how they walked in their 
iutiful gowns, how they talked, drank 
nd smoked. (I even taught myself how to 
with a packet of cheap cigarettes 
large jug of black coffee to steady 
when I felt dizzy.) 
I began to take stock of myself. I wanted 
as “at ease” and elegant as these 
iutiful women, to move with grace and 
irance as well as sing. I started spend- 
m my clothes. I found a little woman 
could cut and sew to my design and 
With each new gown I felt a new 
[ was complimented on my appear- 
as well as my singing. I was very 
Of course, I didn’t have anything like the 
ls of the great dress houses of Paris 
| these lovely ladies I wanted to ape. 
t my efforts were pretty good—and Jean 
tou, whose salon still exists although he 
| a few years ago, became interested in 
and dressed me. No charge! All 
tis! Just because I was a popular ar- 
That often happened in the good 
of Paris. Artistes were given every- 
from a car to a mink coat by firms 
were happy to see their products used 
orn by stars. I got no cars or minks 
[ did get gowns from Patou. It was I 
yore them with joy and pride. I never 
them wear me. I showed them off—I 
t allow them to show me off! 
That, my dear ladies, is the secret of the 
int and poised woman. SHE is always 
HE THING. They say clothes make the 
but the WOMAN MAKES. the 
thes! Whatever you can afford see that 
i like what clothes you wear; for if you 
your clothes you'll wear them well, 
| thereby gain poise and grace. 


A: { BACHELOR GIRL don’t allow 
yourself to be lonely. Take up some 

y interests. Besides reading, learn to use 
hands. Try your own decorating, get 

od cook book, perhaps, and try small 

s and tasties that can be put away in a 
ake tin for snacks and dainty bites 

en your frends call. Or collect things— 
of antiques, china, stamps or plain 

: animals. Learn to enjoy the theatre 
film on your own. Study astrology. 
ierology, card-reading or palm reading, 
of these are of interest and certainly 

ld to your popularity at a party, or as a 


There must be something outside your 
wn work that could interest you and give 
easure and excitement. Of course, don’t 

do hobbies. Don’t become a bore to 
ends through them. Don’t tire yourself 
th them. Speaking of tiredness—try 
er to allow yourself to be so exhausted 
you want only to flop in bed and stay 
ere. An exhausted condition can easily 
ike you lonely. Stay in bed—yes—but 
NJOY long sleeping hours. Stay in bed 
| enjoy a book. Stay in bed and write 
ers. or do your housekeeping accounts. 
tay in bed, having arranged a nicely pre- 
ired meal on a well-presented tray. Stay 


oO 
oO 








in bed and give yourself a facial, a mani- 
cure. Phone a friend for a chat while let- 
ting the cream soak, or the varnish dry. 

Above all, see that you have a very com- 
fortable bed, as lovely a bed as possible. 
(For me, that was the first thing I chose 
for my flat.) Make it as pretty as you can. 
Dress up for bed as you do for going out. 
Wear nice nighties or pyjamas. Have a 
choice, if possible, of bed-jackets and 
dressing gowns. and enjoy wearing them. 
You may be one of those odd people who 
hate staying in bed. If so, try and make 
yourself like it by making it your sanc- 
tuary, by doing some of the things I’ve 
mentioned, and you'll soon see just how 
enjoyable a bed can be—alone! 

Make your house your castle, whether 
you have lots to spend on it, or little. With 
that as background you can be happy. And 
being happy you attract and gain friends. 
That’s good. We all need friends. Culti- 
vate both sexes. Invite them over singly 
or in groups to your house. You, in turn, 
will get invitations for evenings out. You'll 
soon learn which of them you like to ac- 
cept, the same as you'll learn which to 
invite. 

Some girls join clubs, religious, political 
and social organizations. Others join 
lonely hearts clubs and correspond with 
fellows unseen. I do not endorse the latter, 
for I have a deep-seated prejudice about 
getting on.too intimate terms by mail with 
men I have not met in person. But don’t 
be afraid of having male friends. Don’t 
even be afraid of falling for a guy, if he’s 
the right guy, then why not write “finis” 
to your bachelor days. Millions have done 
it, and are still doing it. A husband 
doesn’t always mean the end of life. Mar- 
riage can be the beginning of a wonderful 
new life. However, we’re dealing with 
bachelors. 

My first and foremost warning to you is 
—DON’T PLAY AROUND WITH MAR- 
RIED MEN. They’re the most dangerous 
of the male species. A married man plus 
a single girl equal TROUBLE, and often 
it will take either a judge or an overdose 
of sleeping tablets to get her out! 
Certainly he'll come to you with that 






worn out line “my wife doesn’t understand 
me.” All right. Tell him, neither do you, 
and let him try someone else. Men love 
to have a shoulder to cry on. If you have 
a strong one, let them, but don’t allow 
them to make a home there. 

A very close friend of mine here fell for 
that “my wife doesn’t understand me” gag. 
She soon was in love with this man. She 
was attracted to his good looks,” position 
and good manners. She began receiving 
boxes of glorious flowers. crates of choice 
wines. baskets of out-of-season fruits. After 
a few months a beautiful pair of blue foxes 
arrived for her. She entertained her friends 
lavishly but never met any of his. They 
went abroad occasionally for week-ends. 

But in spite of all this there were often 
periods when she didn’t see him or hear 
from him. She was miserable and _ hurt. 
He always came back with an excuse of 
business trips or visiting relations. These 
periods became more frequent. Finally she 
found out that he and his wife and teen- 
age family were extremely happy. He en- 
joyed a wide range of friends, and his 
wife was known as an extremely beautiful 

This was too much. 
The disillusioned gir] 
This frightened 


mother and hostess. 
There was a row. 
friend threatened suicide. 
him. He wouldn’t see her. 
At last we persuaded her to go away. 
She went to stay with her married sister in 
Glasgow where she helped with her sis- 
ter’s two lovely babies, and made herself 
useful in general. While there she met a 
New Zealand pilot and became friendly. 
She is now married and lives in New Zea- 
land, and her letters are now full of the 
understanding of the sanctity of marriage. 
All this sounds like good advice, doesn’t 
it? You're right. It IS good advice. | 
know. for I’ve lived life—not madly—but 
well! Yes. and I’ve enjoyed my life. Of 
course, I’ve had heartaches, depressions 
and tears, but my career has always pulled 
me through. My career has been my 
strength. My strength has grown from my 
independence. My independence developed 
because of my bachelor life, and my bache- 
lor life is my FREEDOM. 
THE END 
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(Continued from Page 19) 


Her 


this gave her a mortgage on him. 
catty remarks made it plain that she didn’t 
think much of Maurice’s suggestion that 
we play a set or two. 

“Come on, Lois, be a sport,” Lester said. 
He gave me a broad wink. “Maybe Mau- 
rice will finally get a chance to beat me 
once in his career. He’s 
this time.” 

“Oh, all right, if you insist.” snapped 
Lois with a toss of her head. Her resent- 
ment of my presence made me determined 
to make the best showing I possibly could 
and on my first service to her I sent the 
ball smashing past her while Maurice glee- 
fully tossed his racquet into the air. “Good 
shot!” Lester called and I could almost 
feel Lois’ temperature rising. 

As the game see-sawed back and forth. 
Lester and Lois began to realize that they 
had more than a rank amateur on their 
hands and Maurice, sensing that 
was not the impossibility he first assumed, 
shouted ericouragement to me. Eventually. 
we forged ahead and at last, with the score 
at set point, Lois lobbed the ball to me and 
we settled down to a steady volley. We 
smashed the ball back and forth across the 
net with a fury that betrayed the personal 
rivalry between us and for a few exciting 
minutes, I’m sure neither of us was aware 
of Lester or Maurice or the spectators the 
game had attracted. 

Then, catching my opponent off balance. 
I sent the ball whizzing toward the 
line in back of her. Making a terrific try. 
she whirled and dashed to the rear of the 
court. But her backhand stroke was a 
split-second too late and she was barely 
able to keep her balance after missing the 
ball. 

Maurice was so excited that he bounded 
across the net in one leap to shake Lester’s 
hand, just as if it had been a tournament 
game we'd won. Then Lester was smiling 
at me, his eyes full of admiration and an 
interest that hadn’t been there when the 
game started. But Lois stalked off the 


got some help 


victory 


base 


court without so much as a_ backward 
glance. “Coming, Les?” she called out. 


but there was an acid edge to the sweetness 
in her voice. 

“Make Maurice bring you along to- 
night,” Lester told me before he turned to 
hurry after Lois. 

When Maurice told me that they planned 
to drive to Middleton in Lois’ car. I de- 
clined the invitation. “I don’t think the 
lady likes me,” I explained. 

“Lois can be a drag at times,” 
mitted. 

“Then why do you two treat her as if 
she were Lena Horne and Althea Gibson 
tolled into one?” I demanded. 


he ad- 
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For one thing,” Maurice said, as he 
ked me back to the dormitory, “Lois 
does play a good game, although I think 
ould give her a run for her money 
I lay. 
But more important,” he continued, 
got a car and Les and I are in no 
od to walk back home. Anyway, you 
have to worry about her tonight. 
She’ll only have eyes for Les.” 

This last remark changed my mind about 
soing. Why should I let Lois’ snooty 
onality keep me from having an enjoy- 

evening and breaking the monotony 
ot y two week wait for school to begin? 
\lso, her possessiveness with Lester was a 
illenge I couldn’t ignore. I had an idea 
somehow I could divert his attention 

igh to show her she was not as great 

he thought she was. So when Lois’ 

y convertible pulled up in front of the 
nitory I was all set to give her some 


ompetition. 


\ SHORT TIME later when we strolled 
nto Blue Heaveu, the juke joint that 
| Middleton as a night club, we cre- 
ited as much attention as if we’d been 
isiting royalty. Some of the patrons at 
ur and in the booths recognized Lester 
celebrity, but it was Lois and her 
ng hair, gathered in an upsweep and 
ed with a crown of fresh gardenias, 
t created the biggest stir. Like a queen 
knowledging the plaudits of her .admir- 
court, Lois smiled condescendingly 
behind the tiny veil that draped down 
her floral headpiece. 
[his is too much!” I whispered to Mau- 
“Why her head’s so big she could 
unflowers for that homegrown chapeau 
wearing!” 
\leow, meow,” he commented under his 
tn 
All right, so I’m being catty. 
i witch like her!” 
faurice chuckled. “Don’t let it bug you. 


It’s easy 


concentrate on me.” 
ut despite Maurice’s attempts to enter- 
me, I couldn’t help noticing how Lois 
hanging all over Lester, demanding 
for her cigarettes, ordering him to 
ier drinks, and sending him up to the 
box to play tunes she liked. She re- 
ed me of the girls I’d detested so much 
dancing school. If only I could turn 
tables on her the way I’d done my 
mates! I thought. 
ot my chance an hour or so later, but 
the way I wanted it. All Middleton’s 
were off limits for Jefferson College 
nts, so when I saw the bartender ap- 
ching our booth. I had an inkling of 


was coming. 


m sorry, Miss,” he said, peering close- 


me. “But we can’t serve you in 


hat do you mean?” roared Maurice. 
it kind of joint is this, anyway?” 
bartender explained the law and 
ested I leave immediately since he 
seen me come in and already his 
license was in danger. 








Lois smiled smugly and arched her eye- 
brows. “How awful that you won’t be able 
to stay, darling.” she cooed. 

“She can’t go back to the campus alone. 
not at this time of night!” Lester protested. 

Maurice, who had consumed an enor- 
mous amount in the short time we’d been 
there. kept mumbling, “What kind of dump 
is this, anyway? I’ve been thrown out of 
better joints than this and by bigger bums 
than you!” 

But the bartender was quietly insistent. 
ignoring Maurice’s alcoholic belligerence. 
“Well, I certainly don’t intend to cut short 
my evening,” Lois announced haughtily. 
“Maurice doesn’t know how to drive, and 
Les is—” 

“Elected!” he cut in. “Looks like fm 
going to be your escort, Jane. Let’s go!” 

“T will not be left here alone!” Lois 
stormed. “Les, if you leave me, P'1]—I’°ll—” 
She glared at me in speechless anger. 

“Maurice will be here with you.” Lester 
told her. “Don’t be childish. Ill be right 
back.” 

We hurried out as Lois’ shrill voice was 
drowned in a blast of sound from the juke 
box. “She’s hotter than a firecracker!” 
Lester remarked, opening the door of the 
car for me. 

“T’m sorry to break up the party. Les. I 
was hoping they'd let me stay since the 
school term hasn’t started yet. It’s all my 
fault.” 

“She'll get over it. 
while.” 

“She'll be angry with you. Do you 
mind?” 

Lester leaned close to me and from the 
look in his eyes I knew I was well on my 
way towards winning another victory over 


Let her sizzle for a 


Lois. 

“Suppose we forget about Lois and 
everybody else except you and me?” he 
suggested. 

I was in my element now, using the cat 
and mouse tactics that were a prelude to 
the romantic game I'd played so often with 
the fellows on campus. The trip back to 
the college didn’t take long so when we 
reached “Maple Lane” Lester slowed the 
car to a stop and said, “Let’s park a while. 
It’s too early to go in now.” 

“Do you think it’s wise?” I countered. 
“Lois and Maurice will be wondering 
what’s happened to you.” 

“They’re probably too busy crying into 
each other’s beer to even notice I’m gone,” 
he laughed. “And since this is one of the 
famous landmarks around here, let’s enjoy 
the scenery.” 

“So you know all about Maple Lane?” 

“Jane, honey, I know every nook and 
cranny of this petter’s paradise! B.A., 
Class of *40.” 

And suddenly I saw the whole silly epi- 
sode in its true perspective. If Les had 
graduated from Jefferson in 1940, he must 
be at least 30 years old now! For the first 
time I realized how much more mature and 
a man of the world he was compared with 
the boys I knew, and it scared me a little. 
What had begun as an innocent flirtation 








to irritate Lois was snowballing into some. 
thing far more dangerous. Maple Lane, 
secluded and deserted at this time of the 
year, was certainly no place to be alone 
with a man like Les, whose reactions to my 
caresses showed that his idea of what was 
supposed to happen were totally different 
from mine. 

But trapped as I was by my own fool. 
hardiness, there was nothing for me to do 
but to string along as far as I dared. Les. 
ter’s feverish kisses grew more and more 
passionate and his caresses more insistent, 
Finally, I pulled away from him. “Guess 
I'd better go in now,” I said in a shaky 
voice, 

Just like that?” he asked flatly. 

“T_I’m afraid so.” I couldn’t trust my 
voice to say more. 

Lester’s face registered his disgust and 
his trim mustache drew down at the ends 
into a sneer. “You afraid? After making 
passes at me all day and then leading me 
on the minute we’re alone, now you're 
afraid! Well, you’d better get another 
playmate, baby! I play for keeps.” 

His tirade continued as he jammed the 
car into gear and roared down Maple Lane 
and skidded to a halt in front of the dor- 
mitory. Wordlessly I got out and by the 
time I’d reached the porch the red tail 
light of the car was vanishing in the dis- 
tance. 

“That you, Janie?” Mrs. Gibbs. the 
house mother, called from her room in the 
back of the two-story frame building. 

I stopped briefly outside her door to re- 
assure her because she and I alone were 
occupying the house until the rest of the 
girls arrived. Then I went up to my room 
and prepared for bed. I felt miserable, 
physically tired as if I’d done a hard day’s 
work. 


DOZED off fitfully, still trying to clear 

my mind of the events of the day. I was 
awakened by a muffled scraping noise out- 
side my window, but by the time I'd fully 
aroused myself, a dark figure had climbed 
into my room and darted across the floor 
to my bed. 

“Les—-!” His hand clamped down on my 
mouth and cut off my startled cry. I stared 
up at him, my eyes wide with terror. It 
was several seconds before I could concen- 
trate on what he was saying. His voice 
was quiet, but full of contempt and bitter- 
ness. “At least Lois is honest, but you're 
nothing but a teaser!” he grated, and I 
could tell he’d been drinking heavily since 
he’d left me at the front door. 

“We've got some unfinished business, 
baby.” he continued, his eyes boring cruel- 
ly into mine. “And fer once in your life 
you’re going to finish something you start!” 

Lester’s strength was too much for me to 
fight against and suddenly I went limp, 
wondering what would happen next, but 
too shocked and humiliated to struggle fur 
ther. I closed my eyes and waited. 

Suddenly, Lester stiffened and opening 
my eyes I saw him turn his head toward my 
door, listening intently. Then I heard the 
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slow footsteps moving up the stairs. He 
glanced at me disdainfully, then gave a 
short. bitter laugh. “You're not worth it!” 
He turned and in a flash had vanished out 
the window. 

A moment later Mrs. Gibbs poked her 
head through the door. “Asleep, dear?” 

“N—no.” I stammered. “I guess I’m a 
little upset.” 

“I couldn’t sleep, either,” she confided. 
“J thought you might like to join me in a 
cup of hot tea. Maybe that will help.” 

More to divert any suspicions she might 
have than because I really wanted the tea, 
I followed her downstairs to the kitchen. 
making an effort to halt the trembling that 
had seized my body. Surprisingly. the hot 
tea did help to calm my nerves and I soon 
felt better. Mrs. Gibbs’ soft. gentle voice 
droning on and on also helped to soothe 
me. 

I wasn’t really listening to her conversa- 
tion, which was mainly memories of her 
life at the school. I was still trying to fig- 
ure out how Lester had gotten into my 
room and the strange coincidence of the 
house mother’s timely arrival. 

Then something she was saying caught 
my ear. “You know, Janie, I’ve been house 
mother here for 15 years or so and I’ve no- 








that is so lovely and irresistible and, 
Lightener has been used by thousands—so why don’t you try it, 
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beauty-bright, 
ance that 
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ticed that things sort of run in cycles. Now 
ten years ago the men students here sud- 
denly discovered the trellis that runs up 
the side of the house, and, well—! You 
can imagine what that led to. 

“Well, I developed insomnia then and 
the only thing that would. help seemed to 
be hot tea. So I’d come out here and put- 
ter around—maybe step out on the porch 
for a breath of fresh air—and after that I 
could sleep like a baby.” 

I studied her motherly face, so kind and 
wise. and tried to guess what lay behind 
her little story. But the patient smile she 
was noted for never once left her lips. 

“IT thought [’'d gotten over my insomnia,” 
she continued, “but I guess I'd better stock 
up on tea this year.” She held out her 
hand. “Shall we see if we can sleep now, 
Jane?” 

I nodded. giving her hand a grateful 
squeeze, I stood at the bottom of the steps. 
watching until she entered her room. “Yes- 
sir.” I heard her mumble. “things sure do 
run in cycles!” 

I went up to bed. It felt good to have 
someone who understood things—even if 
she wasn’t your very own, but a house 
mother you had to share with 20 other girls. 


THE END 
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How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 15) 


nen. His broad smile was friendly 
but I immediately decided that he 
mart alec. Knowing how awful I 
that day, I took it for granted that 
| intended a compliment, not to me, 
Mother. 

I finished the necessary business 
kine Hawkins and he invited us 
a drink at a nearby bar. I wasn’t 
ticular, but Mother was having a 
ul time. My chagrin mounted when 
ioteers were invited to join us. 
ick would have it, the fellow who 
rritated me stood next to me at the 
kine had introduced him as Billy 
soloist for the Charioteers. When 
time for Mother and me to leave, 
ned to me and said, “I'll be seeing 
1in—won’t 1?” 

more a statement of fact than a 
and I guess I resented the way he 
| we’d meet again. Anyway, I gave 
icy stare and said to the group, 
[’ll be seeing you.” 

famous Billy Williams smile van- 

quickly that everybody roared 
I made a grand exit. 
I thought about Billy 
mes and finally came to the con- 
hat he was slightly charming—but 


onter. 


k passed. 


htly conceited. 

he more I thought about the inci- 
more I began to think I had been 
10 hinety. Flo Hawkins, Erskine’s 
1 good friend of mine. so I cooked 
her backstage visit with her and 
girl friend. My “excuse” was to 


Kine 


tly Billy had been bending Er- 
ir about me, because all he could 
was what a nice fellow Billy 
in spite of what had hap- 
week ago, he was really quiet and 
nly and not at all big-headed. 


that 


ight, all right! You’ve convinced 
1ughed, not mentioning that I had 
the same conclusion on my own. 
ange something right now. This 
be nice to him.” 
Erskine called him over, Billy 
ook at me and his jaw dropped 
I guess he hadn’t expected to 
zain after the chilly reception I’d 
last time. On top of that, this 
as dressed up for the occasion, 
vy very best, I assured myself. 
isked him to come along with us 
show and he acted as if he 
velieve his ears. 
t out for a few drinks—cokes for 
he doesn’t drink—and that was 
ning. 
each other every day for the 
weeks. Since the Gale office is 
near the theatre, we even had 
ether between shows. I remem- 
ime Billy missed a show because 


he was too sick—but not too sick to dine 
with me that night at Frank’s up on 125th 
Street! 

Then the Charioteers went down to 
Washington. A few days later I got a long 
distance call from Billy asking me to come 
down and watch him work. So I maneu- 
vered a week off and caught a train. The 
group was appearing at Club Bali, I re- 
call, and Billy and I had a grand time. 

On my final day I had tickets for a 6 a.m. 
train in order to get back to work Monday 
morning. As Billy helped me up the steps 
of the coach he said, “If I were to ask you 
to marry me, Lois. would you say yes?” 

I said, “Yes.” 

And that was that. 

For the next two weeks I could hardly 
keep my mind on the drab business of 
training a new girl to take my place at the 
office. It seemed ages before I got my 
trousseau together, but at long last Billy 
and I were married and en route to Cali- 
fornia on the Super Chief for our honey- 
moon, 

Today, we’re more in love than ever and 
completely happy in our cozy apartment 
in the Riverton. I manage Billy’s affairs 
now and my training in the agency is a 
great help to me in keeping his various 
bookings straight. In addition to the “Show 
of Shows” on NBC-TV, Billy sings at a lot 
of private affairs at the Waldorf and other 
hotels. During the summer he gives con- 
certs and not so long ago went to Iowa 
to sing for an electrical union convention. 

Erskine was certainly right about Billy 
being a quiet, unassuming guy. I was the 
one who urged him to form his own group 

the Billy Williams Quartette which is on 
TV every Saturday night and on Mercury 
records. We go out once or twice a month, 
but none of that party-going and _ night- 
lifeing for us. 

We both realize that we’ve got to think 
of the future and our two girls. Sharon, 6, 
and Leslie, who is three. Frankly. it was 
not so long ago that Billy gave me the first 
really big present of our married life—a 
lovely mink stole and a °52 Chrysler hard- 
top convertible. 

Some of our show business friends find 
it hard to believe that we’re really con- 
tented—Billy with his two hobbies, base- 
ball and our two daughters, and me with 
my main outside activity, helping to raise 
$1,000,000 for the St. Charles School and 
Community Center. 

So you see I have my hands full—espe- 
cially since I handle Billy’s fan mail too. 
And some of those letters are really fran- 
tic! Some of those women write things 
that make me blush. I take special care 
to separate them from the ordinary kind 
of fan letter, but deep down inside I can 
understand how that big, sweet smile of 
Billy’s affects some women when they see 
it on their TV screen. After all, it cap- 
tured my heart! 


THE END 


On The Record 
(Continued from Page 12) 


Chair with one of his own units. The first” 
and last are instrumentals, the second an’ 
instrumental-vocal whereon he sings a scat” 
duet with Anita O’Day. Roy, whose voice” 
is riff-styled, vocalizes on a few of his new 
discs. ; 

Over his career, Eldridge has been re 
corded with just about every type of jazz _ 
band and on all sorts of tunes but his per. 
formance has never come off shabby. As 
one expert explains it, “Roy’s great no mat. 
ter who his associates or what his sur. § 
roundings.” 

When in Sweden recently, Eldridge 
waxed a flock of sides with backing by a¥ 
Swedish jazz group of only average talents, — 
The support was below par but Roy’s play- 7 
ing sparkled nonetheless in the observation 
of qualified critics and record people. In ™ 
the U. S., the Swedish sides of Eldridge 
are currently being released by Prestige. 

x & * 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: MGM’s § 
Early Autumn/Because You’re Mine with 
the cashmere vocals of Billy Eckstine 
pitched lushly on two rich ballards in a big 
band setting. Top-side is the smooth sort 
of thing Mr. B. pipes to best advantage and 
to his followers’ delight. Flipper is a 
catchy slow-jazz treatment of a current fav- 
orite. The coupling makes for good spin- 
ning on jukes and by disc jockeys, will 
peddle well in record marts too. GOOD: 
Mercury’s Stella By Starlight/Lover, a pair 
of bop figures that spotlight sax stylist 
Charlie Parker in superb solo stints with 
string support. Bird fingers his usual 
tricky patterns on both sides. But on 
Lover, for the first time with strings, he ups 
the tempo at the frantic kind of pace he 
used to set with his small bop groups. Re- 
sult is some real solid collector fare for bop 
enthusiasts ... RECOMMENDED: Decca’s 
Trying’ My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean, 
resounding the incomparable stylings of 
Ella Fitzgerald on a torch and a Scotch 
folktune. Ella chirps the melancholy torch 
with her usual finesse and deep feeling, the 
folktune with her familiar bounce and flip- 
pant vocalistics. On the latter, she is paced 
through her verses at a calypso beat. The 
novel twist might appeal to fans and make 
the side a hit like Ella’s Tisket A Tasket. 





Stars And Numbers 
(Continued from Page 8) 
5, 10, 1, 32, 47,49, 22, at. 

Scorpio: 1, 3, 4, 13, 16, 17, 22, 26, 31. 

Sagittarius: 1, 2, 5, 6, 11, 15, 16, 22, 24, 
25. 

Capricorn: 1, 2, 7, 8, 17, 18, 22, 26, 29. 

Aquarius: 2, 7, 10, 11, 17, 19, 20, 22, 26, 
Si. 

Pisces: 1, 2, 12, 15, 16, 21, 22, 31. 

For readers who do not know the sign of 
the Zodiac under which they are born, this 
data will be supplied upon receipt of a self- 
addressed, stamped envelope together with 
the birth date. Write to Helen Sides, TAN, 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
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